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: O MPL A INT. 

N I G H T the F I R S T. 



|29^1g IR'D Namre'i fwert Reftrfer, balmy Sfttpt 
jB**]W5 He, like the Worid, hw ready Vific pays 
ij£j2|b Where Fortane imiles; die Wretched he for- 

^■*® Swift on hi> downy Pinion flits from Wo^ 
id lights on lids nnfully'd whh a Tear. 

From Ihort (bs nCual) and diftarb'd Repofe, 
rake: Hofr happy they, who wake no more ! ;;- 
t that were vain, if Dieams tnfefl ue Grare. 
vake, emerging from a Sea of Dreams 
imnltuons ; where nty wreck'd, defpoiiding Thought 
Dm Wave to Wave of f^'Jyd Milery, 
nudom drove, her Helm of Reafon loft. 
to' now rellor'd, 'tis only Change of PaiD) 
T Change 1) feverer f9r fevere. 
« too l^rt for.my Diftrefs 1 and Hiibt, 
' c Zinilb of her dark D<Hnain, 
> the Colour of my Fatt. 

fi 2 Vi^t, 



4 72-^ COMPIiAlNT: 

Nighty fable Goddefs ! from YitxEhvn TBrone, / 
In raylefs Majefty, now llretches forth - / 

Her leaden Sceptre o'er a flumbVing World. 
Silence, bow dead ! and Darknefs,^ow profoand ! 
Nor Eye, nor lift'ning Ear an Objedl finds ; 
Creation flecps. 'Tis, as the genVal Pulfe 
Of Life flood Hill, and Nature made a Paufe ; 
An aweful Paufe ! prophetic of her End. 
And let her Prophecy be foon fulfill'd ; 
Fate ! drop the Curtain ; I can lofe no more. 

Silence y and Darknefs ! folemn Sifters J Twins 
From anticnt ATg/'/, who nurfe the tender Thought 
To Reafouy and on Ria/on build tie/ol<vet . 
f rhiat Column of trne Majdly in Many * 
Aflift me : I will thank you in the Grave ; 
The Grave, your Kmgdom : Then this Frame ihall fall 
A Viflini facrcd to your dreary Shrine. 
But what are ye ? T H O U, who didft put to Flight 
Primeval Silence, when the Morning-Stars, • 
Exulting, (houted o'er the rifing Ball ; 
O THOU! whofe Word from folid Darknefs flrucjt 
That Spark, the Sun ; ftrike Wifdom from my Soul j 
My Soul, which flies to thee, her Truft, her Treafurc, 
As Mifers to their Gold, while others reft. 

Thro' this. Opaque of Natutei and of Scul^ 
This double Night, tranfmit one pitying Ray, 
To lighten^, and to chear. O lead my Mind, 
(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe) 
L^ad it thro' various Scenes of Life, and Death % 
And from each Scene, the nobleft Truths infpire. 
Nor Icfs infpire my ConduSt, than my Song ; 
'leach my beft Reafon, Reafon ; tay b^ft Will 
Teach Reditude ; and fix my firm Refolte 
Wifdom to wed, land pay her long A rr ear : 
Nor let the PhiaTof thy Vengeance, pour'd , . 

On this devoted Head, be poured in vain» 



The Bell llrikes One, We take no Note of Time^ 
But from its Lofs. To give it then a Tongue, 
Is wife in Man. As if an Angel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn Sound. l{ heard aright. 
It is the Knell of my departed Hours : 
Where are they ? With, the Years beyond the Flood. 
It is the Signal that demands Difpatch ; , ^ 

How much is to be done ? my Hopes and Fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o^cr Life's narrow Verge 
Look down — on what ? A fathomlefs Abyfs ; 
A dread Etern?ty ! how furely mine ! 
And can Eternity belong to me. 
Poor Penfioner on the Bounties of an Hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjed, how augufl. 
How complicate, how wonderful, is Man ? 
How paffing wonder HE, who made him fuch ? 
Who centred in our Make fuch ftrange £jg|:emes ? 
From diiFVent Natures marveloufly n^Ji^ ^ 
Connexion exquifite of diftant Worlds ! ' "If 
Diftinguifht Link in Being's endlefs Chain I 
Miihuay froni Nathiag to the Deity ! 
A Beam etherial fully *d, and abforpt \ 
Tho' fully'd, and diftionour'd, flill Divine ! 
Dim Miniature of Greatnefs abfolute ! 
An Heir of Glory ! a frail Child of Daft I 
Helple/s Immort^ I Infeft infinite I 
A Worm f a God I*--! tremble at myfelf. 
And in myfelf am Ipft ! At home a Stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, furpris'd/agbaft. 
And wond'ring at her own: How ReafQii reels I 
O what a Miracle to Man is Map, 
Triumphantly diftrefs'd ! what joy, whatDrctadf 
Alternately tranfported, %nd alanri'd f 
What can preferve my Life ? or wi^ deftroy f 
An AngePs Arm can't fnatch me frmii th« Grayv ; 
^|Lfgions of *Aiigels can't confine mc There. 
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« the COMPLAINT: 

• 

Tis paft Conjcfture; all things rife in Proof: 
While o'er my Limbs SIeep*s foft Dominion fpread. 
What, tho' my Soul phantaflic MeaAires trod 
O'er Fairy Fields ; or moumM along the Gloom 
Of pathlefs Woods ; or down the craggy Steep 
HurPd headlong, fwam with Pain the mantled PooU 
Or fcal'd" the Cliff; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 
Her ceafelefs Flight, tho* devious, fpeaks her Nature- 
Of fubtler Effence than the trodden Clod; 
Aftive, aerial, towVing, unconfin'd. 
Unfettered with her grofs Companion's Fall. 
Kv'n iilent Night proclaims my Soul immortal: 
Ev^n fil?nt Night proclaims eternal Day. 
For human Weal, Heaven hufbands all Events, 
Dull Sleep inftru^s, nor fport vain Dreams in vain. 

Why then #Ari> Lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wan^rs wfttched Thought their Tombs arount 
In infidel Diftrefs ? Axe AngtU there ? 
Slumbers, rak M up in dull, Ethcrial Fire ? 
They live! they greatly live a Life on Earth 
Un kindled, unconceivM ; and from an Eye 
Of Tendernefs, let heav'nly Pity fall 
On me, more jufljy number^ with the Dead, 
^his is the Dciart, this the Solitude: 
How populous I how vit^l, is the Gravis! 
^bis is Creation's melancholy Vault, 
The Vale funereal, the fad Cyfrefs Gloom 5 
The Land of Apparitions^ empty Shades ! 
All, allon EsH-thi»^i^^/(?*u;, all beyond 
Is Subftance ; the Reverfe is Folly's Creed: 
How folid all, whek'e Change fiiall be no more \ 

m 

This is tilt Bud ofBelng, the dim Dawn, 
The TwlUght of our Day, the Veftibule. 
Life's Theatre a^ yet is fhut, aJid Death, 
Strong Death, alone can heave the mafly Bar, 
This grofs Impediment of. Clay remove, 



Or, Bfg^t'^^dttcBW, &c. f 

And make us Embryos of Exigence free. 
From real Life, but little more remote 
Is He^ not yet a Candidate for Light, 
^he future Embryo, flumb'ring in his Sire. 
Embryos we mull be, till we burft the Shell, 
Yon ambient, azure Shell, and fpring to Life, 
The Life of Gods: OTranfport! and of Man 

Yet Man, fool Man ! here buries all his Tbooghtti 
Interrs celeftial Hopes without one Sigh. 
Prisoner of £arth, and pent beneath the Moon, 
Here pinions all his Wi^es ; winged by Heaven 
To fly at Infinite; and reach it there. 
Where Seraphs gather Immortality, 
On Life's fair Tree, faft by the Throne of God. 
What golden Joys ambrofial cluil'ring glow. 
In HIS full B^un, and ripen for the Jud, 
Where momentary Ages are no more ! 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death eaq^ref 
And is it in the Flight of threefcore Years^ 
To pufh Eternity from human Thought, 
And fmother Souls immortal in the Duftt 
A Soul immortal, fpending all hef Fires, 
Wailing her Strength in fbenaous Idleness, 
Thrown into Tttmult, rapturM, ox alarmed* 
At ought this Scene can threaten, or indulge, 
Kefembles Ocean into Tempeft wrought. 
To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly. 

Where falls this Censure! It overwhelms myfelf. 
How was my Heart incrufted by the World I 
O how felf-fetter'd was my grovding Soul I 
How, .like a Worm, was I wrapt round and roumf 
In filken Thought, which reptile Fancy fpon. 
Till darkened Reafon lay quite clouded o^er 
With foft Conceit of endlefs Comfort bere^ 
Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the Skies I 

i Kight-viiions may befriend (as fung above) t 
!^iur *wakins Dreama are fatal. How I dreamt 
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8 rbe COMPLAINT? 

Of things Impoflible? (Coul.d Sleep do more?) 
Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change ? 
Of ftable Pleafures on the tofling Wave ? 
Eternal Sunfliine in the Storms of Life ? 
How richly were my noon-tide Trances hung. 
With gorgeous Tapeftries of pidur'd Joys ? 
Joy behind Joy, in cndlefs Perfpeftive ! 
Till at Death's Toll, whofe reftlefs Iron Tongue 
Calls, daily for his Millions at a Meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 
Where now my Frenzy's pompous Furniture I 
The cob^eya Cottage, with its ragged Wall 
Of mould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me I 
The SpUerh moft attenuated Thread 
Is Cord, is Cable, to Man^s tender Tie 
On ear|hly Blifs ; it breaks at erVy Breeze. 

O ye bleft Scenes of permaneni Delight ! 
Pull, above meafu re ! laiHng, beyond Bound I 
A Perpetuity of Blifs, is Blifs. 
Covild you, fo rich in Rapture,, fear an End, 
That ghaftly ThoogKt would drink up all your Joy, 
And quite unparadife the Realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above thefe rolling Spheres ; 
The baleful Influence of whofe giddy Dsmce 
Sheds fad Viciifitude on; all beneath. 
Here teems the Revolutions ev'iy Hour ? 
-And rarely for the better;, orthe beft. 
More mortal than the common Births of Fate, 
Each Mament has its Sickle, emulous 
Of fime'^s enormous Scythe, whofe ample Sweep 
Strikes Empires from the Root ; each Moment plays 
His litde Weapon in the narrower Spher-e 
Of fweet domeftic Comfort, and cuts down 
The faireft Bloom of fublunary BMii. 

Blifs ! Sublunary Blifs f— Proud Words, and vain t 
Implicit Treafon to divine Decree ! 
A bold Invafion of the Rights of Heav'n! 
I clafp'd the Phantoms, and I found them Air. 



Or, Btgi&t=€^att06t0, &C. 3 

O had I weigh'd it ere my fond Embrace f 
What Darts of Agony^ had mifs'd my Heart! 

Death ! Great Proprietor of All f 'tis thine 
rPo tread oat Empire, and to quench the Stars. 
The Sun himfelf by thy Permiffion (hines; 
Andy one Day, thou fhalt pluck him from his Sphere. 
Amid fuch mighty Plunder, why exhaufl 
Thy partial Quiver on a Mark fo mean? 
Why thy peculiar Rancour wreck'd on me? 
Infatiate Archer f could not one One fuffice ? 
Thy Shaft flew tMce ; and tMce my Peace was^flain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon Moon had filPd her Horn. 

Cynthia / why fo pale ? Doil thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour? Grieve to fee thy Wheel 
Of ceafelefs Change outwhirPd in human Life ? 
How wanes my ^orr^wVBIifs f fromFortune^s Smile^ 
Precarious Courtefy I not Virtue^ fure. 
Self-given, folar^ Ray of found Delight^ 

In tv^xy varyj^ PoUure, Place, and Hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry Thought of ty''ry Joy I 
Thought, bufy Thought I too bufy for my Peace ! 
Thro' the dark Poftern of Time long elaps'd. 
Led foftly, by the Stilnefs of the Night, 
Led, like a Murderer, (and fuch it proves!) 
Strays, (wretched Rover !) oJejul«yU4in«i|^P«^f »n^- 
In queft of Wretchednefs pcrverfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defart now ; and meets the Ghofts 
Of my departed Joys ; a num'rous Train I 

1 rue the Riches of my former Fate ; 
-Sweet Comfort's blafted CluHers I lament; 

I tremble at the BleEings once fo dear ; 
And ev'ry Pleafure pains me to the Heart. 

Yet why complain ? or why complain for One ? 
Hangs out tl^e Sun his Luftre but for me, 
l^Yizfingle Man ? Are Angels all befide ? 
I mourn for Million^ : Tis the common Lot ; 
likthii Shape, or in tbat^ has Fate entail'd 
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lb f*^ COMPLAINT: 

The Mother\s Throws on all of Woman born. 
Not more thie Children, than fore Heirt of PatM. 

War, Famine, Pteft, Volotoo, Storm, and iFire^ 
Inteftine Broils, Opprejfiim^ with her Heart 
WfMpt up in triple Brafs, befiege Mankhid. 
God^ Image diimherited of Day, 
Here^ plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made« 
7here^ Beings deathlefs as their haughty Lord, 
>" Are hammerM to the galling Oar for lafe; 

And plough the Winter^s Wave, and reap Defpair. 
Somiy for hard Mailers, broken under Arms, 
In Battle lopt away» with half their Limbs, 
Beg|)j.tter Bread thro^ Realms their Valour (av'd» 

^Tyrant, or his Minion, doom. 
IFW/land incurable Difiafi, (fell Pair L) 
On b^pelefs Multitudes remorfelefs feize 
At once ; and make a Refuge of the Grave. 
How eroaning Hofpitals eje^ their Dead I 
What Numbers groan for fad Admiifion there f 
What Numbers, once in P#r/«»A Lap Wgh-fed» 
Solicit the cold Hand of Chiurtty 1 
To ihock us more, folicit it in vain I 
Ye filken Sons of Pleafarcl fince in Paina 
You rue moremodifh Vifits, vifit here^ 
And breathe from your Debauch : Gwi^ and itduci 
SitrfiU^% Domimon^^eryoiH but ib great 
Your Impudence, you bluih at what is Right ! 

« 

Happy f did Sorrow (cizc tm/uch alone. 
Not Prudtnce can defend, or Virtue fave ; . 
Difcafe invades the chafteft Temperance ; 
And Puniihment the Guiltlefs ; and Alarm 
Thro' thickefl Shades, purfues the fond of Peace. 
Man's Caution often into Danger turns. 
And his Guard falling, crufties him to Death. 
Not Hafpinffi itfelf makes good her Name j 
Our ytry Wifties give us not our Wifti. 
How diftant oft the Thing we doat on moft, 
from that for which we doat,^ FiUcity ¥ 



Or, Jif58t<=CS0tlg|)t0, fee. ti 

Tht/mootbefi Cdnrfe of N^urc has ks P«ns j 

And /r»^ Friends, thra' Error, wound our Reft 

Without Misfortune, what Calamities ^ 

And what Hostilities, without a Foe ^ 

Nor are Foes wanting ta the beft on Earth. ^^ . r , 

But endlefs is. the lift pf hmnan Ills, ii,v' ^j , .'5 

And Sighs might fooner fail, than Canfe to figlii 
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A Part how fmall of the terraqueous Gllobe 
Is tenanted by Man 1 the Reft a fTafie, 
Rocks, Defarts, frozen Seas, and. burning Sands : 
Wild Haunts of Monfters, Poifons,. Stines,. and Deathj 
Such is Earths melancholy Map! But, &r 
More fad I this Earth is a true Map of Man, 
So bounded are its haughty Lord's Delights' ' . * » 
To Woe*s wide Empire ; where deep Troubles tofs^ 
Loud Sorrows howi» invenom'd FaJJions bite„ 
Ravenous Calamities our Vitals feize. 
And threatening Ftf/f, wide opens to devoun. 

What then^am I^ who forrow for myfelf? 
In Age, in Ih^cy, from others Aid 
Is all our Hope ; to teach us to be kind, 
7haty 'NaXvLT^s/rfly lafi Lefibn to Mankind $ 
The fdfiOi Heart deferves the Pain it feels. 
More gen'rous Sorrow,. whHe it&iks^ exalts f 
And confciotts Virtue mitigates the Pang. 
Nor Virtue, more dian Frudence^ bids me give 
Swoln Thought a fecond Chanel; who divide* # 
They weaken too, the Torrent of their Grief. 
Take then, O World ! thy much^indebted Tcar;^ . 
How fad a Sight is -human Happinefs,. 
To thofe whofe Thought can pierce beyond an Houcl 

thou I whatever thou art,, whofe Heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I ihould congratulate thy Fate I 

1 know thou wouldft ; thy Pride demands it from me-* 
Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature needs. 
The falutary Cenfure of a Friend. 

Thou happy Wretch ! by Blindnefs art thou blcft; 
By Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles. 

B d "Sj&ss^' 
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f2 The COMPLAINT: 

Know, Smiler! at thy Peril art thou pkasM j 
Thy Pierre is the Promife of thy Pijn. 
Mi fortune^ like a Creditor fevere^ 
But rifes in Demand for her Delay ; 
She makes a Scourge of paft Profpcrity, 
To fling thee more, and donhle thy Diffareft. 

Lorenzo, Fortaxie makes herCoart to thee^ 
Thy fond Heart dance5, while the Syren iings^ 
Dear is thy Welfare ; think me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy Jx)ys. 
Think not that Fear is facred to the Storm. 
Stand on thy Guard againfl the Smiles of Fate. 
Is Heav'n tremendous in its Frowns ? Moll fure t 
KvA in its Favours formidable too ; 
Its Favours here are Trials, not Rewards ; 
A Call to D4ity,. not Difcharge from Care ; 
And (hould alarm us, fuH as much as Woes ;. 
Awake us to their Caufe^ and Confiquence y, 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our Dcfert j 
Awe Nature's Tumult, and chaflife her Joys, 
Lefl while we clafp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worfe than Jfmple Mifery, their Charms. 
Revolted Joys, like Foes in civil War, 
Like bofom Friendftiips to Refentment four'd. 
With Rage invenomVi rife againft our Peace, 
Beware what Earth calls Happinefs ; beware 
All Joys, but Joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal Bafe, 
Fond as he feems, condemns his Joys to Deaths 

Mine dy'd with thee. Philander ? thy laft Sigh 
Dif!blv'd the Charm ; the difinchantcd Earth 
Loft all her Luftre. Where, her gUtt'ring Towers I 
Her golden Mountains, where ? all darken'd down 
To naked Wade ; a dreary Vale of Tears ; 
The great Magician's dead ! Thou poor, pale Piece 
Of out-cafl Earth, in Darknefs ! what a Change 
)k^ From Yefterday I Thy darling Hope fo near, 
m iLcng-labogix'dPri?^c!) O bow Ambition flufli'd 
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X^hy glowing Cheek I Ambition truly great, - 
Of virtuous Praife. Death's fubtle Seed within, 
[Sly, treacherous Miner !) working in the Dark, 
SnulM at thy well-concerted Scheme, and beckon'd 
The Worm to riot on that Rofe {0 red, 
CJnfaded ere it fell ; one Moment's Prey I 

Man's Forefight is conStionally wife ; 
LoREUzo ! Wifdom into Folly turns 
Oft, the firft Inftant, its Idea fair 
To labouring Thought is born. How dim our Eye ! 
The prefent Moment terminates our Sight ; 
Clouds, thick as thofe on Doomfday, drown the next \ 
We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by Particles ; and each. 
Ere mingled with the ftreaming Sands of Life, 
By Fate's inviolable Oath is fworn 
Deep Silence^ " Where Eternity begins." 

By Nature^s Law, what may be, may be miu \ 
There's no Prerogative in human Hours. 
In human Hearts what bolder Thought can rlfe,^ 
Than Man's Prcfumpdon on To-morrow's Dawn ? 
Where is To-morrow ? In another World. 
For Numbers this is certain ; the Reverfe 
Is fure to none ; and yet on this Perhaps^ 
This Peradventure^ infamous for Lyes, 
As on a Rock of Adamant we build , 
Our mountain Hopes ; fpin out eternal Schemev% 
As we the Fatal Sifters could out-fpin. 
And, big with Lifers Futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander had befpoke his Shroud» 
Nor had He Caufe, a Warning was deny'd j 
How Many fsll as fudden, not as fafe ! 
As fudden, tho' for Years admonifht home. 
Of human Ills the lafl: Extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo! 9^ Jlonxj -fudden Death. 
How dreadful that deliberate Surprize ! 
Be wife To day^ 'tis M^dnefs to defer; 
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Next Day the fatal Prececleiit will plead ; 
Thus on, till Wifdom is pafhVi out of Life. 
Procraftiuatiim is the Thief of Time ; 
Year stfter Year it ftcals, till all are fled. 
And to the Mercies of a Moment leaves 
The vaft Concerns of an eternal Scene. 
If not fo frequent^ would not This be ftrange F 
That *tis fo frequent, *Tbii is ftranger ftill. 

Of Man^s miraculous Miftakes, this bears 
The Palm, " That all Men are about to live,'^ 
For eve# on the Brink of being bom. 
All pay themfelves the Compliment to think 
They, one Day, fhall not drivel ; and their Pride 
On this Reverfion takes up ready Praife ; 
At leafly their own ; their future Selves applauds $, 
How excellent that Life they ne^er will lead ! 
Time lodged in their otwi Hands is FoUyh Vails ; 
That lodg'd in Fate\ to Wifdom they confign ; 
The Thing they can't but purfofi^ they foftpom ; 
'Tis not in Folly ^ not to fcom a Fool j 
And fcarce in human Wifdom to do more. 
All Promife is poor dilatory Man, 
And that thro' €v*ry Stage : When yonng» indeed^. 
In full Content we, fometimes, nobly reft, 
Un-anxious for ourfelnjes ; and only wifli. 
As duteous Sons, our Fathers were more Wife. 
At thirty lAzxifuffeSs himfelf a Fool j 
Knonus it at Forty ^ and reforms his Plan \ 
At Fifty chides his infamous Delay, 
Pufhes his prudent Purpofe to Rifol'vei 
In all the Magnanimity of Thought 
Refolves ; and re-refolves ^ then dies the fame.. 

And why ? Becaufe he thinks himfelf ImmortaL 
All Men think all Men mortal, but Themfelves ; 
Themfelves,. when fome alarming Shock of Fate 
Strikes thro* their wounded Hearts the fudden Dread \ 
But their Hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, 
Soon clofe ; wJiere paft the Shaft, no Trace is found. 



Or^ Bfgflt'C&OttBljW, &c. 15 

As from the IVing no Scar the Sky retains ; 
The parted Wave no Furrow from the Ktel ; 
So dies in human Hearts the Thought of Death. 
Ev'n with the tender Tear which Nature fheds 
O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their Grave. 
Can I foreet Philander ? That were ftrange ; 

my fuliHeart !— — — But fhould I give it vent,. 
The longeft Night, tho' longer far, would fail. 
And the Lark liften to my Midnight Song. 

The fpritely Lark"^ (hrill Matin wakes the Morn » 
Griefs Iharpefl Thorn hard-prcffing on my Breaft, 

1 ftrive, with wakeful Melody to chear 

The fuUen Gloom, fweet Philomel! like Thee, 

And call the Stars to Men : £v>y Star 

Is deaf to mine, enamoured of thy Lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excell^ 

And charm thro' diftant Ages : Wrapt in Shade, 

Prisoner of Darknefs ! to the iilent Hours^ 

How often I repeat their Rage divine. 

To lull my Griefs, and deal my Heart from Woe I 

I roll their Raptures, but not catch their Flames. 

Dark, tho' not blind, like thee Maanidts t 

Or, Milton ! thee ; ah could J reach your Strain I 

Or His^ who, made Maomde* our Own, 

Man too He fung : Immortal Man I fing \ 

Oft burfts my Song beyond the Bounds of Life i 

What, nowy but Immortality can pleafe ? 

O had He prefs'd hb Theme, purfu'd the Tracks 

Which opens out of Darknefs into Day ! 

O had he mounted on his Wing of Fire, 

Soar'd, where I fink, and fung Immortal Man \ 

How had it bleft Mankind, and refcu'd me ^ 
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NIGHT THE SECOND. 



ON 



Time, Death, Friendfliip. 



Humbly Inscrib'o 



To the Right Honourable 
The Earl of Wilmington. 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT the SECOND. 



f(ItSN tht Caei erroi it wi/f"— Smote bjr 
that Eye, 

] Which looks on me, on All : ThU PowV, 
who bida 

" Tlii Midnight Centinel with Clarion Ihrill^ 
Emblem of that wUch Ihdl awske tlie Dead^ 
Roofe Souls from Slumber, into Thoughts of Bt^vem. 
Shall I too weep F Where then is Fortitude ? 
And Fortitude abandonM, where is Man? 
I know the Terms on which he fees the Light ; 
He that is bom, is lifted ; Life is War ; 
Eternal War with Woe, Who bears it beft, 

Dcferves It leaft, On eiitr Themes I'll dwell. 

Lorenzo! letme turn wj Thoughts on Thee, 

And ThiHi, on Themes may profit ; profit there. 

Where mofl thy Need. Themes, too, the genuine GrowtiL 

OfdearpHii-ANDEK'sDuft. He, tbas, tho'dead. 

May ftill befriend — -What Themes i Timii •woaA-oui Price, 

Dtath, Friindjhi}, andPiiiLAKDSa's/W&AW. 
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So could I touch thefe Themes, as might obtain 
Thine Ear ? nor leave thy Heart quite difengag'd. 
The good Deed vyould delight me ; half-imprels 
On my dark Cloud an Iris ; and from Grief, 
CaH Glory — Doft thou mourn Phi lander's Fate ? 
I know thou fay'ft it ; Says thy Life the fame ? 
He mourns the Dead, who lives as they defire. 
Where is that Thrift, that Avaricex)f TIME, 
(O glorious Avarice I) Thought of Death infpires, 
/\s rumoui'd Robberies endear our Gold ? 
O Time ! than Gdld more facred ; more a Load 
Than Lea(f, to Fools ; and Fools reputed Wife. 
yfhvX MmefTt granted Man without Aciount ? 
l^hat TearikxQ ftiuaad^r'dy. WiJdon{^ J)cbt unpaid > 
Our Wealth in Days all due to that Difcharge. 
Hafte, hafte, He lies in wait. He's at the Door, 
Infidioi^s Defth! fjiould his ftrong Hand arrcft, ^ 
No Compofition; fets the Pris'ner free. 
Etcrmtyi's inexorable Chain 
Fail bindl ; Und Vetlgeance Claims th6 fall Arrear. 

How late I fhbdder'd on the Brink ! how late 
Life calPd for her laft Refuge in Defpair I 
That Time is mine, O Mead ! to Thee I owe ; 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity, 
But ill my Genius anfwers my Ddire ; 
My fickly Song is mortal, paft thy Cure. 
Accept the Will ; It dies not with my Strain. 

For what calls thy Difeafe, Lorenzo ! Not 
For Efculapiafif but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think'ft it Folly to be wife too fowi. 
Touth is not rich in Time ; it may be, poor. 
Part with it as with Money, fparing ; pay 
No Moment, but in Purchafe of its Worth ; 
And what its Worth, alk Death-beds ; they can tell. 
Part with it as with Life, reludJant ; big 
With holy Hope of nobler Time to come i 

Ti 



Or^ |3tgf)t^C[)OUgljt0, &c. 21 

•Time highcr-aim'd, ftill nearer the great Mari 
Of Men and Angels j Virtue more divine. 

r Is thia our Duty, Wifdom^ Glory y Gain ? 
{7he/e Heav'n benign in' vital Union binds) '' 

And fport we like the Natives of the Bough, ... a 
When vernal Suns infpire ? Amufcment reigns 
Man's great Dera.ind : To trifle is to live : 

And is it then a Trifle, too, to die ? — 

t • 

Thou fay'ft I /rf/rf^, Lorenzo! 'Tis confcft. 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite «TtY7/v ? 
Who wants Amufement in the Flame of Battle ? 
Is it not Treafon, to the Soul i?n?KortaIy 
Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize ? 
Will Toys amufe, when Medicines cannot cure ? 
When Spirits ebb, when Life's inchanting Scenes 
Their Luilre lofe, and leflen in our Sight, 
(As Lands, and Cities with their glittVing Spires, 
To the poor ftiatter'd Bark, by fudden Storm 
Thrown off to Sea, and foon to perifli there) 
Will Toys amufe ? — No : Thrones will then be Toys, 
And Earth and Skies feem Duft upon the Scale. 

r 

Redeem we Time ? — its Lofs we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high priz'd Sports? 
He pleads Time's numerous Blanks ; he loui^iy pleads 
The ftraw-like trifles on Life's common Stream. 
From whom thofe Blanks and Trifles^ but from ^hee ? 
No Blank y no trifle ^ Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, the pur fas'" d Virtue, llill be Thine j 
7hts cancels thy Complaint at once ; This leaves < 
In Ad no Trifle, and no Blank in Time. 
Jhis greatens, fills, immortalizes All ; 
7bisy the bleft Art of turning all to Gold j 
7bisy the good Heart's Prerogative to raife 
A royal 1 ribute, from the poor^ft Hours. 
Ixnmcnfe Revenue ! ev'ry Moment Pays, 
If nothing more ^nPurpo/e in thy Power; 
Thy Pm-pofc firm, is equal to the Deed : 
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Who does the beft his Circumftance allows. 
Does well, a£ts nobly ; Angels could no more. 
Our ouMuard Ad, indeed, admits Reftralnt ; 
*Ti8 not in Things o*er Thought to domineer ; 
Guard well iby Thought ; our Thoughts arc heard 

Heave 
dn "^-important Time^ through tv^xy Age, 
Tho* i^chy and warm, the Wife have urg'd ; the Maa 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 
** Pve loft a J)af — The Pnnce who nobly cry'd. 
Had been fn Emperor without his Crown ; 
Of Rome ! txy^ ra^er. Lord of human Race ; 
He fpoke, as if deputed by Mankind ; 
So (hould all fpeak : So Reafon fpeaks in All : 
For the foft Whifpers of that God in Man, 
Why flv to Folly, why to Frenzy fly. 
For Rmue from the mijjtng we pofTefs ? 
7/W, tlft Supreme !— Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with all Eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all, that makes Arch-angels fmile. 
Who murders Time, He crufhes in the Birth 
A Pow'r ethcrial, only not ador'd. 

Ah ! how unjuil to Nature, and Himfelf, 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiflent Man f 
Like Children babbling Nonfenfe in their Sports, 
We cenfure Nature for a Span too ihort ; 
That Span^oo (hort, we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture Invention, all Expedients tire. 
To laih the lingering Moments into Speed ; 
And whirl us (happy Riddance !) from ourfelves»^ 
Art^ brainlefs Art ! our furious Charioteer 
(For Nature*^ Voice unftifled would recall) 
Drives headlong towVds the Precipice of Death ; 
Death, moft pur Dread ; Death thus more dreadful mad 
O what a Riddle of Abfurdity f 
Leijure is Pain ; takes off our Chariot-wheels. 
How heavily we drag the Load of Life ! 
Bleft Leifure is our Curfe ; like.that of Cainy 
It makes us wander ; wander Earth around 



mimmm 

Or, |S(Bj|t^«U6jt(S, fc. l: 

To fly th»t Tynurt, Thought. As Jilat groan'd 
The Werld beneath, we groan beneath an Hour. 
We cry for Mercy to the next Amufement i 
The new Amufement mortgage! our Fields i 
^1^ InconTcnience I Prifons hardly frown, ^ 
From hateful Timi if Prifons fet us free. 
Yet when Dtatb kindly tenders us Re^ef, 
We call him docl i Vears to Moments fhrink. 
Ages to Years. The TeWtiOpe is tum'd. 
To Man's falfe Opdu (from his Folly falfe) . 
Timt, in advance, behind him hides his Winji, 
And feems to creep, decrepit with his Age j 
Schold himi when paft by i what then is feen, 
But his broad Pinions fwifter than the Winds ? 
And all Mankind, in Contradiflion Arong, 
Rueful, aghafi I cry out on hit Career. 

Leave to thy Foes tbefe Errors, and thefe Ills ; -T 
ToNaturejuft, their Caa/^ and C«n explore. 
Not Ihort Heaven's Bounty, boundleTs ouiExpencei 
No Niggard, Nature; Men are Prodigals. 
Vtwa/e, not >(^ our Time; we brmhe, not live. 
Time lea^rd is Exiflence, ju'iZ-is Life. 
And iart 'Exifiaice, Man, to /iv; ordain'd. 
Wrings, and oppreffes with enormous Weight. 
And why ? fince Time was giv'n for Ufe, not Waft^ 
Injoin'd to fly ; with Tempelt, Tide, and Stars, 
To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Man i 
f^('s Ufe was doom'd a Pleafure ; Wafte, a Pain i 
lint Man might y>f/ his Error, ifuofeeoi 
And, feeling, fiy to Labour for his Core; 
Not, blund'ring, fplit on Idlenefs, forEafe. 
iift's Cares arc Comforts ; fnch by Heav'n defign'<^ 
He that has none, mull make them, or be wretdied. 
t^Ktue Em^oyments t and without Employ 
TieSenlisonaRacIcj the Rack of Reft, 
ilwli moft adverfe i AfUon all their Joy. 

dm, the Riddle, mark'd above, nnfolds i 
Torment, when Man turns a Fftj. 
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Wlio does ^ beft his Circonifiaiice aUows, 
Does weD, ads noUy ; Angek ooald no more. 
Our mtmmrJ A€t^ indeed^ admits Reftraiot; 
*ltt BOC in Thi^ oVr Thnght to domineer ; 
Cord wcfl *7 Hioi^t ; our Thou^ts are fceani 

Omd-iBpoftant Txnf, through ev^jy Age, 
The* fpach, and warm, the Wife hare urgM; theMsa 
Is jet nbttVy who did/ weighs an Hoar. 
•* /«* if/! M i)j7*— The Prince who nobly cry'd. 
Had beea 9r Enperar withoat his Crown ; 
OfMmmf iay, ri^httf Lord of homan Race ; 

He ijp6ktt as if deputed by Mankind ; 

& ftedd aD fpeak : So RMfiw fpeaks in AH : 

For the ibft Whifpcrs of that God in Man, 

Why It to Folly, why to Frenzy fly. 

For RAae from the ilifi^ we poflefs ? 

fmr, tUtSmpnmcl — ^Timeis £temity; 

PVqpast with aO fitenity can gire; 

^ejaast wkh all, that makes Aorch-angels fmile. 

Who ainden Time, He cmfhes in the Birth 
il r^ Y cthoial, ooJy air adorU 



Ak ! kow ngai to Nature, and Himfel^ 
is iktu ^ ^L^s r^^irU^ incoiififcot Man f 
Use Clfldies fattbhliBf Noolea^ in their ^iBjr^l 
We cerfire Nwre for a Spa too flioit I 
Tkat Sf«i%K> froft, we tax as 

Tb idh the fii«^ri^c ^'^i"^. 










O'. ||l^^aufl#js, &c. «j 

fiythat Tynmt, Thought. As Atlas groan'd 
; world beneath, we groan beneath an Hour, 
cry for Mercy to the next Amufement ; 
s next Amofement mortgages our Fields ; 
^ Inconvenience f Prifons hardly frown, n^ 
n hateful Time if Prifons fet us free, 
when Death kindly tenders us Relief, 
call him cmel ; Years to Moments fhrink, ^ 

is to Years. The Telefco|>e is tum*d. 
Man^s falfe Optics (from his Folly falfe) . 
f, in advance, behind him hides his Wings, 
i feems to creep, decrepit with his Age ; 
old him^ when pail by ; what then is feen, 
his brosid Pinions fwifter than the Winds ? 
1 all Mankind, in Concradidtion ftrong, 
eful, aghaft f cry out on his Career. 

■^ 

iiCave to thy Foes thefe Errors, and thefe His ; ^' 
Nature juft, their Caufe and Cure explore. 
C fhort Heaven*s Bounty, boundlefs ourExpeace; 
I Niggard, Nature; Men are Prodigals. 
ftoajfe, not ti/e our Time ; we breathe, not live* 
^ nuaftfi is Exigence, i^V^s Life. 
.^^e Exijlence^ Man, to iive ordain'd, 
and opprdCsa with enormous Wdckc 
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Wc rave, we wrcftic with Grrat Nature's P/aa; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart His Will, fhall contradidl their own 
Hence our unnatural Quarrel with ourfelves ; 
Our Thoughts at Enmity ; our Bofom-broil ; 
We pu(h Time from us, and we wi(h Him bad 
Laviihof Lultrums, and yet fond of Life; 
Li/i we think long, and (hort ; Death feek, and 
Body and Soul, like peevi(h Man and Wife, 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark Days of Vanity f while Here, 
How Taftelefs ! and how Terrible, when gone ! 
Gone ? they ne'er go ; when paft, they haunt us 
The Spirit walks of evVy Day deceased. 
And fmiles an Angel ; or a Fury frowns. 
Nor Death, nor Life, delight us. If Time fajf. 
And Time fojej^^ both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd. 
Time k/V. The Man who confecrates his Hours 
By vigVous Effort, and an honeft Aim, 
At once he draws the Sting of Life and Death ; 
He lua/h iv'ith Nature ; and Jier Faths are Peace. 

Our Error's Caufe and Cure are feen : Sec next 
Time's Nature^ Origin, Importance^ Speed i 
And thy great Gain from urging his Career.^ 
All-fenfual Man, becaufe untouched, unfeen. 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfe 
Is truly Man's; 'tis Fortune's. — Time's a God. 
Thou haft ne'er heard o(Timeh Omnipotence ; 
For, or againfty what Wonders can He do f 
And luill: To ftand blank Neuter He difdains. 
Not on thofe Terms was Time {Heav'n's Stranger \\ 
On his important EmbaiTy to Man. 
Lorenzo! no: On the long-deftin'd Hour, 
From everlafting Ages growing ripe, 
That memorable Hour of wond'rous Birth, 
n the Dread Sire, on Emanation bent, 
bi^ with Nature, rifingjp his M\|)\t» 



Caird forth Creation (for then Timt was born). 
By Godhead ftreaming thro* a thoufand Worlds ; 
Not on tbo/e Terms, from the great Days of Heaven, 
From old Eternity's myllerious Orb, 
Was Time cut off, and cafl beneath the Skies ; 
The Skies, which watch him in his new Abode, 
Meafuring his Motions by revolving Spheres s 
That Horologe Machinery Divine. 
Hours, Days, and Months, and Years, his Children, play^ 
Like numerous Wings around him, as he flies : 
Or, rather, as unequal Plumes they ihape 
His ample Pinions, fwift as darted Flame, 
To gain Us Goal, to reach his antieAt Refl, 
And j<Mn anew Eternity his Sire ; 
In his Immutability to nefl. 

When Worlds, that count his Circles mw, unhinged, 
(Fate the loud Signal founding) headlong rufh 
To iimelefs Night, and Chaos, whence they rofc. 
Why fpur the Speedy ? Why with Levities 
New-wing thy fliort, fliort Day's too rapid Flight ? 
Know'ft diou, or what thou doil, or what is done f 
Man flies from Time, and Time from Man ; too foon 
In fad Divorce this double Flight mud end : 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo f then. 
Thy Sports ? thy Pomps ? — I grant thee, in a State 
\ Not Unambitious ; in the ruffled Shroud, 
Thy Parian Tomb's triumphant Arch beneath. 
'■ Has Death his Fopperies ? Then well may Life 
Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow fhine. 

Ye well-array 'd f Ye Lilies of our Land ! 
Ye Lilies JWiz/i? / who neither toil, norfpin, 
(As Sifter Lilies might) if not fo wife 
As Bokmefn, more fumptuous to the Sight \ 
Ye IMLcate I who nothing can fupport, 
^^rftlves mod Infupportable ! for whom 
l^ter Rofe mud blow, the Sun put oi» 
" |C|' ^eam in Leo ; . filky-foft 
')>reathe flill fofter, or be chid ; 
Worlds fend Odours, Sawce, and $4 
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And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreiga Looms I 

O ye LoRENzos of our Age I who deem 

One Moment unamusM, a Mifery 

Not made for feeble Man f who call alood 

For ev'^ry Bawble, drivel'd o'er by Senfe ; 

For Rattles, and Conceits of ev*ry Caft» 

For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, 

To drag your Patient through the tedious Length 

Of a ftiort Winter's Z>tfy -fay, Sages! fay. 

Wit's Oracles f fay. Dreamers of gay Dreams f 

How will you weather an eternal Nighty 

Where fuch Expefiients fail ? 

O TreachVous Confcience ! while (he feems to fleep 
On Rofe and Myrtle^ lullM with Siren Song ; . 
While (he feems, nodding o'er her Charge, to drop 
On fieadlong Appetite the flacken'd Rein, 
And give us up to Licence^ unrecall'd, 
Uumarkt ; — See, frbm behind her fecret Standi 
The flf Informer minutes ew'^ry Fault, 
And her dread Diary with Horror fills. 
Not the grofs A3 alone employs her Pen ; 
She reconnoitres Fancy s airy Band, 
A watchful Foe ! The formidable Spy, 
Lift'ning, o'erhears the Whifpers of our Camp ; 
Our dawning Purpo'fes of Heart explores. 
And ileal s our Embryos of Iniquity. 
As all-rapacious Ufurers conceal 
Their Doomfday-book from all-confuming Heirs j 
Thus, with Indulgence moft fevere. She treats 
Us Spendthrifts of ineftimable Time 5 
Unnoted, notes each Moment mifapply'd ; 
In Leaves more durable than Leaves of Brafs, 
Writes our whole Hiftory ; which Death fhall read 
In ev'ry pale Delinquent's private Ear ; 
And Judgment '\^\xhVi{h ; publilh to more Worlds 
m this '^ and endlefs Age in Groans refoand. 
ENZO, /wf^ that Sleeper in thy Breaft L 
r h her Slumber ; and her Vengeance /W^ 



Bi^t^'^^nt^t&y &c. ft; 

(ted Counfel ; /itch thy futare Peace f 
ik'ft thou ftill thou canfl be wife ioo/ow f 

hy on Timi (b laviih is my Song ? 
great Tbime kind Natun keeps a School* 
1 her Sons Herfelf. £ach Night we die, 
om are bom anew : Each Day, a Life t* 
U we kiU each Day ? If Trifling kills ; 
e moft batcher. O what Heaps of Slaia 
for Vengeance on as ! Time deflroy*d 
f, where more than Blood is fpilt. 
es» Death uxges, Kndls call, Heav'n invitesj 
eatens ; All exerts ; in Effort, All ; 

lan Creation labours f Labours more f 

here* in Creation, what, amidft 
imult Univerfal, wingM Difpatch, 
lent Energy, fupinely yawns ? ■ ■■ 
eps ; and Man alone ; and Man, whofe Fatf^ 
everfible, intire, extreme, 
, hair-hung, breeze-fliaken, o'er the Gnlph 
lent trembles ; drops [ and Man^ for whom 
is in Alarm ; Man, the fole Caufe 
furrouQding Storm f and yet he deeps. 

Storm rockM to Reft ^Throw Tears zwzy ? 

Empires, and be blamelefs/ Moments feiase, 

's on their Wing : a Moment we may wifh, 

Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Daj ftand ftill, «, 

I drive back his Carr, recall, retake 

lafty Prey : Implore him, reimport 

riod paft, regive the given Hour. 

CO, more than Miracles we want ; 

zo — O for Yefterdays to come ! 

is the Language of the Man a^wake ; 
dor fuch, for what oppreJfesThtt, 
his Ardor vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 
wre than*^ Miracle the Gods indulge ; 
is Yefterday rctum'd ; return'd 
wvVd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn, 
ii^te us on the Rock of Peace. 
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Let it not (hare its Prcdeccflbr's Fate ; 
Nor, like ks elder Sifters, die a Fool. 
Shall it evaporate in Fume ? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and (lain us deeper (lilt ? 
Shall we he poorer for the Plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the Clemencies of Heav'n ? 

Where (hall I find Him ? Angels ! tell me where. 
Tou know-Him ; He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I fee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 
Or trace his Footfteps by the rifing Flow'rs ? 
Your golden Wings, now hov'ring o'er him, ftued 
Protedion; now, are waving in Applaufe 
To that bleft Son of Forefight I Lord of Fate f 
That aweful Independent on To -morrow ! 
Whofe Work is done ; who triumphs in the Paft ; 
Whofe Yefterdays look backwards with a Smile ; 
Nor, Jike the Parthian^ wound him as they fly j 
That common, but opprobrious Lot I Pail Hours^ 
If not by Guilt, yet wound ns by their Flight, 
If Folly bounds our Profpeft by the Grave, 
All Feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; 
All God-like Paflion for Fternals quencht ; 
All Relifti of Realities expired ; 
RenouncM all Correfpondence with the Skies ; 
Our Freedom chained ; quite winglefs our Defire^ 
In Senfe dark-prifon*d All that ought to foar. 
Prone to the Centre, crawling in the Duft, 
Difmounted t^^ty Great and glorious Aim 5 
Embruted ev^xy Faculty divine ; 
Heart-buryM in the Rubbifh of the World. 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate. Angelic, wing'd with Fire 
To reach the diftant Skies, and triumph there 
On Thrones, which (hall not mourn their Mafters changed 
Tho' we from Earth ; Ethereal^ They that fell. 
Such Veneration due, O Man, to Man. 

Who venerate themfelves, the World tlefpife.% 
For what, gay Friend I is this efcutchton^d World, 

WUd 



Which hangs out D E A T H in one eternal Night ? 
A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, in the Shroud. 
Life's little Stage is a fmall Eminence, 
Inch-high the Grave above ; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude : We gaze around ; 
We read their Monuments ; we iigh ; and while 
We figh, we fmk ; and are what we deplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or Lamented, all our Lot ! 

Is Death at Diflance ? No : He has been on thee ; 
And giv'n fure Eameft of his final Blow. 
Thofe Hours, which lately fmil'd, where are they now ? 
Pallid to Thought, and ghaiUy I drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great Deep, which nothing difembogues ; 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee fmall Renown. 
The Reft are on the Wing ; how fleet their Flight ! 
Already has the fatal Train took Fire *, 
A Moment, and the World's blowp up to thee \ 
The Sun is Darknefs, and the Stars are Duft. 

*Tis greatly wife to talk with our. paft Hours ; 
«A.ik1 aik them, what Report ^hey bore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have born more welcome News. 
Their Anfwers form what Men Experiena call ; 
If WifdonCs Friend, her beft ; if not, worft Foe. 
O reconcile them ! Kind Experience crieSy 
** There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
** The more our Joy, the more we know it Vain i 
** And by Succefs are tutor'd. to Defpair. 
Nor /'/ it only thus^ but muft be fo. 
Who knows not this, tho' Grey, is (till a Child, 
Loofe then from Earth die Grd*p of fond Defi^e» 
Weigh Anchor, JMid fome happier Clime explore* 

Art thou fo moorM thou canft not difengage. 
Nor give thy Thoughts a Ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by Ltfe*i pafling Breath, blown up from £arth. 
Light, as the Summer's Duft, we take in Air 
A Moment's giddy Flight, and fall again ; 
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Join the dull Mafs, increafe the trodden Soil, 

And deep till Earth herfelf (hall be no more ; 

Since Then (as Emmets, their fmall World o^erthrown^ 

We, (bre-amaz*d, from out Earth's Ruins crawl. 

And rife to Fate extreme of Foul or Fair, 

As Man's own Choice, (Controuler of the Skies !) 

As Man*s defpotic Will, perhaps one Hour, 

(O how Omnipotent is Time !) decrees ; 

Should not each Warning give a firong Alarm ? 

Warning, far lefs than that of fiofom torn 

From Bofom, bleeding o'er the facred Dead f 

Should not each Dial ftrike ns as we pafs. 

Portentous, as the turitten Wall^ which firuck. 

O'er midnight Bowls, the proud Affyrian pale, 

£re-while high-flu(ht with Infolence and Wine ? 

Like That^ the Dial fpeaks ; and points to thecj^ 

Lorenzo ! loth to break the Banquet up. 

'' O Man, th)r Kingdom is departing from thee ; 

'* And, while it lads, is emptier than my Shade.** 

Its filent Language fucb : nor needll thou caU 

Thy Magi^to decypher what it means. 

Know, like the Median^ Fate is in thy Walls : 

Doil aflc, Hoiw ? Whence ? BeIJ^xKar''hke, amax^d i 

Man^ Make inclofes die fure Seeds of Death ; 

Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 

On hert>wn Meal, and then his Norfe devours. 

• 

But, here, Lorbnzo, the Delufion lies; 
That Sdiar Shadow, as it meafures Life, 
Jt Life refembles too : Life fpeeds away 
From Point to Point, tho' feeming to (land Mlh 
The cunning Fugitive is fwift by ftcalth : 
Too fubtle is the Movement to be feen ; 
Yet foon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our Danger ; Gnomons, Time : 
As theft zxt ufelefs when the Sun is fet ; 
So thofe, but when more glorious Reafon ihines. 
Reafon fliould judge in all ; in Reafon's Eye, 
That Sedentary Shadow travels hard. 
But fuch our Gravitation to the Wrong, 



>o prone our Hearts to whifper what we wiih, 
Tis later with, the Wife, than he's aware 5 
\ Wilmington goes flower than the San 1 
\nd all Mankind miftake their Time of Day ; 
Sv'n Age itfelf. Frefli Hopes are hourly fown 
[n furrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Defcent, 
Wc fhut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain. 
^e take fair Days in Winter, for the Spring ; 
And turn our fileflings into Bane. Since on 
Man muft compute that Age He cannot ySv/, 
He fcarce believes He's older for his Years, 
rhusy at Life*8 lateft Eve, we keep in Store 
One Difappointment fure, to crown the Reft ; 
The Difappointment of a promis'd Hour. 

. On ms^ or Similar, Philander I Thou 
Whofe Mind was Moral, as the Preacher's Tongue ; 
And flrong, to Wield all Science, worth the Name | 
How often we talk'd down the Summer*8 Sun, 
And cool'd our Paffions by the breezy Stream I 
How often thaw'd, and fhorten'd Winter*8 Eve» 
By Conflia kind, that ftruck out latent Truth, 
Bell found, fo fought ; to the Reclufe more Coy \ 
Thoughts difentangle paffing o'er the Lip ; 
Clean runs the Thread ; if not,, 'tis thrown away^ 
Or kept to tie up Nonfesfe for a Song ; 
Song, faf]^ionably fruitlefs ! fuch as &ins 
The Fancy ^ and unhallow'd Paffion fires ; 
Chiming her Saints to Cyiberea^ Fane. 

Know'fl thou, Lorenzo I what a Friend contains ? 
As ^ees mixt NeSar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIENDSHIP, Wifdom and Dtligbi i 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part, they die. 
Haft thou no Friend to fet thy Mind abroach ? 
Good Senfe will ftagnate. Thoughts ihut up, want AiTf 
And fpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 
Had Thought been All, fweet Speech had been deny'd ; 
5peeeh,Thottght's Canal ! Speech, Thought's Criterion too I 
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Thought in the Mine, may come forth Gold or Drofs 
When coin'd in Word, we know its rW Worth. 
If fterling, ftore it for thy future Ufe ; 
"^Twill buy thee Benefit ; perhaps, Renown. 
Thought, too, deliver^, is the more pofTeft ; 
Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retain 
The Births of Intelledl; when dumb, forgot. 
Spiech ventUates our Intelle£lual Fire ; 
Speech burnifhes our Mental Magazine ; 
Brightens, for Ornament ; and whets, for Uk. 
What Numbers, (heaths in Erudition, lie, 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tbmes^ 
And rufled in ; who might have borne an Edge, 
And p]ay*d a fprightly Beam, if bom to Speech ; 
If born bleft Heirs of half their Mother's Tongue ! 
*Tis Thought's Exchange, which, like th* alternate Pw 
Of Waves confliding, breaks the learned Scum, 
And defecates the Students (landing Pool. 

In Contemflatiw is his proud Refource ? 
*Tis poor, as proud, by Con^verfe unfufbdn'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplaiion\ Field i 
Con'verfe, ^he Menage, breaks it to the Bit 
Of due Reibamt ; and Emulation's Spur 
Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'i 
'Tis Converfe qualifies for Solitude; 
AsExcrcife, for falutary Reft. 
By That untutor'd. Contemplation raves 
A Lunar Prince, or famiHi'd Beggar dies ; 
And Nature*^ Fool, by Wifdom^i is outdone. 

Wifdom, tho' richer than Peruvian Mines, . 
And fweeter than the fweet Ambrofial Hive, 
What is (he, but the Means of Happinefs ? 
7bat unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool ; 
A melancholy Fool, without her Bells. 
fritndjhip the Means, and Friendfhip richly gives 
The precious End, which makes our Wifdom wife. 
Nature^ in Zeal for human Amity, 
Deniesy or damps an undimded Joy. 



^ Joy is an Import ; Joy is an Exchange ; 
Joy flies'Monopolifts : It calls for T<ujo ; 
Rich JFrait I hcavVplanted ! never plackt by On$l 
Needful Aoxiliars are oar Friends, to give 
Toficial Man true Reliih of himfelf. 
Full on ourfelves defcending in a Line 
Pleafure*% bright Beam, is feeble in Delight ; 
Delight intenfe, is taken by Rebound ; 
Reverberated Pleafures fire the Breafi. 

Celeflial Haf^nefiy whene'er fhe ftoops 

To viiit Earthy One Shrine the Goddefs finds^ 

And One alone, to make her fweet Amends 

For abfent Heav'n — the Bofom of a Friend ; 
F Where Heart meets Heart, reciprocally foft, 
Ti Each other's Pillow to Repofe divine. 

Beware the Counterfeit : In Pajffton*s Flame \ 

Hearts melt ; but melt like Ice, foon harder froze; 

True Love ftrikes Root in Reafon ; Pailion^s Foe : 
' Virtue alone entenders us for Life : 

I wrong her much— entenders us for ever. 

Of Fnendjhip's faireft Fruits, the Frui^ moft fair 

Is Virtue kindlmg at a Rival Fire,- t- 

And, emuloujly^ rapid in her Race. 

O the foft Enmity ! Endearing Strife ! 

This carries Friendfhip to her noon- tide Pointy 

And gives the Rivet of Eternity. 

From friendflsif^ which outlives my former Themes, 
Glorious Survivor of old 7/W, and Death ! 
From Friendfhip, thus, that Flow'r of Heav'nly Seed, 
The Wife extraft Earth's mofl Hyblean Blifs, 
Superior Wifdom, crown'd with fmiling Joy ; 
For Joy, from Friendfhip bom, abounds in Smiles* 
O ftore it in the Soul's moft gohien Cell I 

But for whom bloiToms this Elyfian Flower ; 
Abroad They find, who cherifh it, at Home^ 
XiORENZo I pardon what my Love extorts, 
Jin honeft Love^ and not afraid to frown. 
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Tho' Choice of Follies fatten on the Great, 

None clings more obftinate, than fancy fond. 

That facrcd Friendfhip is their cafy Prey ; 

Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure ; 

Or Fafcination of a high-born Smile. 

Their Smiles, the Great, and the Coquet, throw out 

For Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 

And we no lefs of ours, when fuch the Bait. 

Ye Fortune's Cofferers I Ye Pow'rs of Wealth ! 

You do your Rent-rolls moll felonious Wrong, 

By taking our Attachment to Tourfelfves. m^ 

Can Gold gain Friendihip ? Impudence of Hope I 

As well mere Man an Angel might beget. 

Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love. 

Lorenzo ! Pride reprefs ; nor hope to find 

A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 

All like the Purchafe ; few the Price will pay ( 

And thij^ makes Friends fuch Miracles below. 

What if (fince Daring on fo nice a Theme) 
I fhew thee Friendihip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender Violations apt to die ? 
jR^/^r<v^ will wound it ; zxADifin^^ deftroy^ 
Deliberate on all things with thv Friend : 
But fince Friends grow not thick on ev^ry Bough, 
Nor ev'ry Friend unrotten at the Core ; 
Firft, on thy Friend, deliberate with Thyfelf ; 
Paufe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the Choice, 
Nor Jealous of the Chofen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before Friendihip, then confide till Death. 
Well, for thy Friend j but Nobler for for Thee i 
How Gallant Danger for Earth's Highcft Prize I 
A Friend is worth all Hazard we can run. 
** Poop is the Friendlefs Mailer of a World : 
V A World in Purchafe for a Friend is Gain.*' 

. So fung He (Angels hear that AngelWing I 

Angels from Friendihip gather Half thfeir Joy) 

So lung Philander, as his Friend went round X 
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In the rich Icbor^ in the generous Blood 

Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit, 

A Brow folute, and ever-laughing Eye. 

He drank long Health, and Virtue, to his Friend ; 

His Friend, who warmM him more, who more infpir'd* 

Triendfifip^^ the Wine of Life ; but Friendihip new 

(Not fudi was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

O ! for the bright Complexion, cordial Warmth, 

And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, 

For twenty Summers ripening by my Side ; 

All Feculence of Falfliood long thrown down i 

All fodal Virtues riiing in his Soul ; 

As Cryftal clear ; and (miling, as they rife ! 

Here Nedar flows ; it fparkles in our Sight ; 

Rich to the Tafte, and genuine from the Heart. 

High-flavourM Blifs for Gods ! on Earth how rare t 

On Earth how loft! — ^Phi lander is no more. 

Think'ft thou the Theme intoxicates my Song ^ 
Am I too warm ?— --Too warm I cannot be. 
I lovM him much ; but now I love him more, 
like Birds, ^whofe Beauties languifh, half coiicealM^ 
Till, mounted on the Wing, their glofTy Plumes 
Expanded fhine with Azure, Green, and Gold ; 
How BlefTmgs brighten as they take their Flight \ 
His Flight Philander took ; his Upward Flight, 
If ever Soul afcended. Had he dropt, 
(That Eagle Genius !) O had he let fall 
One Feather as he flew ; I, then, had wrote. 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes forbear i 
Rivals fcarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I muft : It were profane 
To quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 
And caft in Shadows his illuibrious Clofe. 
Strange ! the Theme moil afFeding, mod fublime^ 
Momentous moft to Man, fhould Seep unfung I 
And yet it fleeps, by Genius unawak*d, 
Taimm or Chrifitan ; to the Blufh of Wit. 
Mian's higheil Trii^ph ! Man's pto&^^^ij^'S^X 
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The Deatb'hed of the Juft f is yet undrawn 
By mortal Hapd : It merits a Divine : 
Angels (hould paint it» Angels ever There i 
There,, on a Poft of Honour, and of Joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? But Philander bids % 
t And Glory tempts, and Inclination call s 
Yet am I (buck ; as ftruck the Soul, beneath 
Aereal Groves impenetrable Gloom ; 
Or, in fome mighty Rmn^^ folemn Shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale Lamps on bigb-bom D^fi^ 
In Vaults ; thin Courts of poor Unflatter*d Kings } 
Or, at the Midnight Altar\ hallow*d Flame. 
It is Religion to proceed : I pauf e 
And, enter, aw'd the Temple of my Theme. 
Is it his Death-bed ? No ; It is his Shrine ; 
Behold him, there, juft riling to a God. 

The Chamber where the Good Man meets his Fate> 
Is privileged beyond the common Walk 
Of *virtu0u$ Life, quite in the Verge of Heav'a. 
Fly, ye Profane ! If not, draw near with Awe, 
* Receive the Bleiling, and adore the Chance, 
That threw in this Bethefda your Difeafe ; 
If um-eftor'd by This, defpair your Cure- 
For, Uerey refiftlefs Demondration dwells i ■ 
A Deathbed's a Detedlor of the Heart. 
Here tir'd Dijffimulation drops her Mafque, 
Thro' Life's Grimace, that.Miftrefs of the Scene I 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
You fee the Man 5 you fee his Hold on Heav'n ; 
If found his Virtue ; as Phi lander's, found. 
Heav'n waits not the laft Moment ; owns her Friends 
On this Side Death ; and points them out to Men, "^ 
A Lefturc, filent, but of fov'reign Pow'r ! 
To Vice, Confufion j and to Virtue, Peace, 



Whatever Farce the boaftful Hero plays,. 
Virtue alone has Majefty in Death i 
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And greater ftill, Ac more the Tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he fcverely frown'd on Thee. 
•* No Warning giv'n ! Unceremonious Fate ! 
•* A fudden Rufh from Life's meridian Joy5 f 
'* A Wrench from all wc/o*ue I from all we are ! 
A refUefs Bed of Pain i a Plange opaque 
Beyond Conjedure I Feeble Nature^s Dread f 
Strong Riaforiz Shudder at the dark Unknown! 
A Sun extinguifht I a juft opening Grave ! 
And Oh ! the laft, laft ; what ? (can Words exprefs ? 
Thought reach ?) the laft, laft — S//f»ff of a Friend!'* 
Where are thofe Horrors, that Amazement, where. 
This hideous Group of Ills, which />f^^ fhock. 
Demand from Man ?'I thought him Man till nvw. 

Thro' Nature's Wreck, thro' vanquiflit Agonies, 
(Like die Stars ftruggling thro' this Midnight Gloom) 
What Gleams of Joy ? what more thaa Human Peace ? 
Where, the frail Mortal ? the poor abjedl Worm ? 
No, not in Death, the M(7r/a/ to be found. 
His Coadttd is a Legacy for All. 
Richer than Mammon's for his iingle Heir. 
His Comforters He Comforts ; Great in Ruin, 
With unreludbmt Grandeur, giyesy not yieids 
His Soul Sublime ; and dofes with his Fate. 

How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene f 
Whence, This brave Bound o'er Limits fixt to Man ? 
His God fuftains him in his final Hour ! 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God f 
Man's Glory Heav'n vouchfafes to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep ; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy! 
Amazement ftrikes ! Devotion burfts to Flame I 
ChriJIiatii Adore ! and Infidels Believe. 



As fome tall Tow'r, or lofty Mountain's Brow^ 
Detains the San, Illuftrious from its Height ; 
While riftng Vapours, and defcending Shades, 
With Dampsy and Darknefs, drown the fpacious Vale: 

Undaxnj 
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Undainpt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Defpair, 
Philander, thus, suguftly rears his Head, 
At that Black Hour, which gen'nJ Horror fliedg 
On the low Level of th' inglorious Throng i 
Sweet Peaet, and Heav'nly fitft, and bumbla^^^. 
Divinely beikin on hii exalted Soul i 
Dellruftion gild, and crown him for the Sldet, 
With incommunicable Lullre, Bright. 
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COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT the THIRD. 



I ROM Dnem, where Thought in Fancy's 
n Maze nma mad, 
I To Ria/m, that Heav'n-Iightcd Lunp m 

Once more I walce ; and at the deftin'd Hour, 
FunAnal as Lovers lo the Moment fwora, 
I keq> my ASgnation with my Woe. 

OI LofI to Virtue, Loll to manly Thought, 
Loll to the noble Sallies of the Soul! 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone. 
Communion Iweet ! Communion large, and high I 
Oar Hea/an, GaarJian Angel, andourGoi/ 
Then neareil Thefe, when Others moft remote i 
And All, ere long, fliall be remote, h«l Thefe. 
How dreadful, Tien, to meet them all alone, 
A Stranger ! Unacknowleg'd ! Unapprov'd ! 
Notx) woo [hem ;wed them ; bind them to thy Breall} 
To win thy Wifli, Creation has no more. 

Or if we wifh a Fourth, it is a Friend • 

Sal Friends, jboic itiorcal I Djn'g'roimVc ^e^^. 
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Inebriate at fair Fortune's Fountain- head; 

And reeling thro' the Wildcrncfs of Joy; 

Where Sep/e runs favage, broke from Reafon% Chaui> 

And fings falfc Peace, till fmothcfd by the Pall. 

My portune is unlike ; unlike my Song ; 

Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. 

I to Day's foft'ey^Siffer'pay my Court,' 

(Endymion's Rival !) and her Aid implore; 

Now firfl ImplorM in fuccour to the Mufe, 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia's Fonn^ 
And modeftly forego thine Own I O Thou, 
Who ddft thyfelf, at midnight Hours infpire f 
Say, why not Cynthia Patronefs of Song \ 
As Thou lier Crefcent^ (he thy Charadler 
AiTumes; ilill more a Goddefs by the Change. 

Are there demurring Wits, who dare depute 
This Revolution in the World iVi/?y/VV/ 

•Ye Train Pierian I to the Lunar Sphere, 
In £lent Hour, addrefs your ardent Call 

vFor Aid immortal ; lefs her Brother's Right. 
She, with the Spheres harmonious, ni^tly leads 

. The mazy Dance, and bears their matchless Strain^ ^ 
A Strain for Gods! denyM to mortal Ear. 
Tranfmit It heard. Thou Silver Queen of Heaven I 
Wh^t Title, or what Name endears thee moft ? 
Cynthia! Cyllenb! Phoebe!:— ^-^rdoft hear 

With higher Guft, fair P d of the Skies ? 

Is that the foft Inchantment calls thee down. 

More pow'rful than of old Circean Charm ? 

Come ; but from Heavenly Banquets with thee bring 

The Soul of Song; and whifper in mine Ear 

The Theft divine ; or ki propitious Dreams 

(For Dreams are Thine) transfufe it thro' the Breaft 

Of thy firft Votary — * But not thy laft ; 

If, like thy Namefake, Tho«iart ever kind. 

A 

• At the Duke of iV*r/oM 's Mtfqueradc. 



And kind Thou wih be ; Rind on fuch a Theme ^ 
A Theme To like thee, a quite Lunar Theme, 
Soft, raodeft, melspdioly, female, fair! 
A Theme that rofe aB-pale, and told my Soul, 
*Twas Night; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night j 
A Night which (lru<^ a Damp, a deadlier Damp, 
Than that which fmote me from Philandir's Tomb. 
Karcissa follows, ere his Tomb is clos*d. 
"Woesdufter; rare axc/oiitary Woes ; 
They love a Train, they tread each other's Heel ; 
Her Death invades. Hh mournful Right, and claims 
The Grief that ftarted from my Lids for Him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated Tear, 
Orlhares it, ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Sonrowy He more than caufes. He confounds ; 
For human Sighs his rival Strokes contend^ 
And make Diftrefsy Diftradion. OhPHiLAHDBat 
What was thy Pate ? A double Fate to me ; 
Portent, and Pam ! a Menace, and a Blowf 
Like the black Raven hov'ring o'er my Peacfj^ 
Not lefs a fird of Omen, than of Prey. 
It call'd Narciss A long before her Hour; 
It call'd her tender Soul, by Break of Blifs, 
From the firft BloiTom, from the Buds of Joy ; 
Thofe Few oar noxious Fate unblafted leave8» 
h this inclement Clime of human Life. 

Sweet Harmonift! and Beautiful as fweet! 
And Young as beautiful ! and Soft as young I 
And Gay as foft ! and Innocent as gay ! ^^ 

And Happy (if ought Happy Jl?ereJ as good I 
For Fortune fond had built her Neft on high, 
like Birds quite exquifite of Note and Plume, 
Transfixt by Fate (who loves a lofty Mark) 
How from the Summit of the Grove (he fell. 
And left it unharmonious ! All its Charm 
Eidnguiiht in the Wonders of her Song ! 
Hll &mg ftill vibrates in my raviiht Ear, 

Still 
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Still melting There, and with voluptuous Pain 
(O to forget her I) thrilling thro' my Heart ! 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy f this Gr 
Of bright Ideas, FlowVs of Paradife, 
As yet unforfeitf in one Blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefent it to the Skies j as All 
Wc guefs of Heav'n : And thefe were all her own. 
And fhe was mine ; and I was — ivas moll bleil, — 
Gay Title of the deepefi Miferyf 
As Bodies grow more ponderous, robb'd of Life ; 
Good loll weighs more in Grief, than gain'd, in Joy. 
Like bloflbm'd Trees o'erturn'd by vernal Storm, 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay ; 
And if in 'Death flill lovely, lovelier There; 
Far lovelier ! Pity fwells the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe excufe a Sigh ? 
Scorn; the proud Man that is a(ham*d to weep ; 
Our Tears indulged indeed deferve our Shame. 
Ye that e'er loft an Angel I pity me. 

Soon as the Ludre languKht in her Eye, 
Dawning a dimmer Day on human Sight ; 
And on her Cheek, the Reiidence of Spring, 
Pale Omen fat ; and fcattef 'd Fears aronnd 
On all that faw (and who would ceafe to gaze. 
That once had feen ?) with Hafte, parental Hade, 
I flew, I fnatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native Bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, - 
And bore her nearer to the Sun ; the Sun 
(As if the Sun could envy) checkt his Beam, 
JDeny'd his wonted Succour, nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, tjian the Bells 
Of Lilies ; Faireil Lilies not fo fair. 

Queen Lilies ! and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ambrofial Lives ; 
In morn and ev'ning Dew, your Beauties bathe. 
And drink the Sun ; which gives your Cheeks to glo\ 
And out-blulh (mine excepted) cv'ry Fair ; 




adlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, 
often cropt your Odours, Incenfe meet 
ought fo pure ; her flow'ry State of Mind 
unfarn. Ye lovely Fugitives f 
[ Race with Man I for Man you fmile ; 
ot fmile at him too ? You (hare indeed 
Iden Pafs ; but not his conflant Pain. 

Ian is made, nought miniflen Delight, 

at his glowing Paflions can engage ; 

Dwing Paflions, bent on aught Below, 

Toon or late, with Angnifli turn the Scale; 

aguilh, after Rapture, how fevere ! 

B? bold Man f who tempts the Wrath divine, 

:kmg Fruit deny'd to mortal Tafte, 

Here, prefuming oh the Rights of Heaven. 

anfport doll Thou call on evSy Hour, 

zo ? At thy Friend's Expence be wife ; 

Dt x)n Earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the Heart ; 

en Reed, at befl ; but, oft, a Spear ; 

(harp Point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

I, bopelefs Thought? turn from Her: — Thought 

ng rallies, and wakes ev'ry Woe. [repel! 'd, 

d ere thy Prime ? and in thy bridal Hour ! 

len kind Fortune, with thy Lover, fmil'd ! 

len high-flavour'd thy frefh-op'ning Joys ! 

len blind Man pronounc'd thy Blifs complete I 

a Foreign Shore ; where Strangers wept f 

rs to Thee, and, more furprifing ftil), 

rs to Kindnefs, wept : Their Eyes let fall 

n Tears ; ftrange Tears ; that trickled down 

marble Hearts ! obdurate Tendernefs ! 

lemefs that call'd them more fevere ; 

J of Nature's foft Perfuafion, fteel'd ; 

Mature melted, Superftition rav'd ; 

ourn'd the Dead ; and This deay'd a Grave. 



r Sighs incenft; Sighs foreign to the Willf 
^ill the ^ygff_ fuckt, outrag'd the Storm. 
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For Oh ! the curft UngodHnefs of Zeal ! 

Vf)\\\cfinful Flejh relented, 5>/riV nurft 

In blind lf{feUlibility\ Embrace, 

The ^mnud Spirit petrify'd the Breaft ; 

Deny'd the Charity of Dufl, to fpread 

O'er Duft I a Charity their Dogs enjoy. 

What couM I do I what Succour ? what Refoorce t 

With pious Sacrilege, a Grave I dole; 

With impious Piety, that Grave I wrong'd j 

Short in my Duty ; Coward in my Grief f 

More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crept. 

With fofc-fufpended Step ; and, muffled deep 

In midnight Darknefs, luhi/per'd my Laft Sigh. 

I ivhifper^d what fhould echo thro' their Realms ; 

Nor writ her Name, whofe Tomb fhou'd pierce the Skies 

Prefumptuous Fear ! How durft I dread her Foes, 

While Nature's loj-ieft Dilates I obey'd ? 

Pardon Neceffity, Bleft Shade ! Of Grief 

And Indignation rival Burfts I pour'd $ 

Half-execration mingled with my Prayer ; 

l^indled at Man, while I his God ador'd ; 

Sore-grudg'd the Savage Land her Sacred Duft ; 

Stampt the curft Soil; and with Humanity • 

(Deny'd Narcissa) wifht them All a Grave. 

Glows my Refentmcnt into Guilt ! What Guilt 
Can equal Violations of the De: d ? 
The pead how Sacred [ Sacred is the Duft 
Of this Heav'n-labour'd Form, eredl, divine ! 
This Heav'n-affum'd majeftic Robe of Earth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaft Expanfe 
With Azure bright, and cloath'd the Sun in Gold. 
When ev'ry Paffion fleeps that can offend ; 
When ftriices us cv'ry Motive that can melt ; 
Wheii Man can reek his Rancour uncontroul'd^ 
That ftrongeft Curb on Infult and 111- will'; 
7hen, Spleen to Duft ? the Duft of Innocence ? 
An Angel's Duft ! — '—This Lucifer tranfcends ; 
When Hfi contended foi tkc PatcisiicVi^ Eqwa^, 




&c. 47 

i not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride ; 
Itrife of Pontiff Pride, not Pontiff Gall. 

' lefs than This is ihocking in a Race 
wretched, but from Streams of mutual Love ; 
mcreated, but for Love Divine; 
)ut for Love Divine, this Moment, loft, 
Lte reforb'd, and funk in endlefs Night, 
hard of Heart to Man I Of horrid things 
horrid ! Mid ftupendousy highly ftrange I 
ft his Courteiies arc fmoother Wrongs ; * 
brandifties the Favours He confers, 
:ontumelious his Humanity : 
: then his Vengeance? Hear it not, ye Stars f 
thou, pale Moon ! turn paler at the Sound ; 
is to Man the foreft, fureft 111. 
:vious Blaft foretells the rifing Storm ; 
vhelming Turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
uno's bellow ere they difembogue; 
I trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour ; 
Smoke betrays the wide-confuming Fire : 
from Man is moft.conccard when near, 
fends the dreadful Tidings in the Blow. 
s the Flight of Fancy ? Would it were \ 
'n's Sov'reign faves all Beings but Himfelf» " 
hideous Sight, a naked human Heart. 

r'd is the Mufe ? And let the Mufe be fir'd : 

not inflam'd, when what He fpeaks, he feels, 

in the Nerve moft tender, in his Friends ? 

le to Mankind ! Philander had his Foes; 

sit the Truths I fing, and I in Him. 

le, nor T, feel more : Paft Ills, Nakcissa f 

Tunk in Thee, Thou recent Wound of Heart! 

:h bleeds with other Cares, with other Pangs; 

s nupi'rous, as the numVoas Ills that fwarm'd 

thy diftinguifht Fate, and, cluft'ring There 

k as the Locuft on the Land ofmTe, 

* Death more deadly, and moTe iax\L ^^ <^xvh^a 

ft (if not forgot my louchingTile^ 



*s 
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How was each Circumftancc with Afpics arm'd ? 
An Afpic, Each ; and All, an Hydra-Woe. 
What ftrong Herculean Virtue could fufficc?— 
Or is it Virtue to be conquer'd Here ? 
This hoary Cheek a Train of Tears bedews; 
And each Tear mourns its own difUnft Diflrefs ; 
And each Diftrefs, diilindtly mournM, demands 
Of Grief ftill more, as heighten'd by the Whole. 
A Grief like this Proprietors excludes: 
Not Friends alone fuch Obfcquies deplore ; 
They make Mankind the Mourner ; carry Sighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her Way, 
And turn the gayefl Thought of gay eft Age, 
Down their right Chanel, thro' the Vale of Death. 

The Vale of Death ! That hufht Cmmerian Vale, 
Where Darknefs^ brooding o'er unfinilht Fates, 
With Raven Wing incumbent, waits the Day 
(Dread Day !) that interdidls all future Change. 
That Subterranean World, that Land of Ruin ! 
Fit Walk, Lorenzo, for proud human Thought I 
^here let my Thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balfamic Truths, and healing Sentiments, 
Of all moil wanted, and moft welcome. Here, 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My Soul ! " The Fruits of Dying Friends furvey ; 
" Expofe the Vain of Life; weigh Life and Death: 
" Give Death his Eulogy j Thy Fear fubdued ; 
" And labour that Firfl Palm of noble Minds, 
** A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb." 

This H^rveft reap from thy Narcissa's Grave. 
As Poets feign'd from Ajax' dreaming Blood 
Arofe, with Grief infcrib'd, a mournful Flow'rj 
Let Wifdom bloflbm from my mortal Wound. 
And/r/?, of Dying Friends ; what Fruit from Thcfe? 
It brings us more than Triple Aid 5 an Aid 
To chafe our Jhoughtfulnefs^ Fear, Pride,- and Gtult. 



dying Fnends come o^er us like a Cloud, 
ip our brainlefs Ardors ; and abate 
rlare of Life, which often blinds the Wife, 
ing Friends are Pioneers, to fmooth 
gged Pafs to Death ; to break thofe Bars 
rror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
ur obftru^ed Way ; and, thus, to make 
ne, as fafc, our Port from ev ry Storm, 
riend by Fate fnatch'd from us, is a Plume 
from the Wing of human Vanity, 
makes us (loop from our aereal Heights, 
lampt with Omen of our own Deceafey 
»oping Pinions of Ambition lower'd, 
m Earth ^s Surface, ere we break it up, 
itrid Pride to fcratch a little Duft, 
ve the World a Nuifance. Smitten Friends 
igels fent on Errands full of Love ; 
they languish, and for us they die : 
all they languilh, (hall they die in vain ? 
cful, ihall we grieve their hovVing Shades, 
wait the Revolution in our Hearts ? 
^e difdain their (ilent, foft Addrefs i 
jofthumous Advice^ and pious Prayer ? 
Cst as Herds that graze their hallowed Graves, 
ander-fbot their Agonies and Groans ; 
te their Anguiih, and deftroy their Deaths ? 

JENzo ! no ; the Thought of Death indulge ; 

its wholfome Empire; let it reign, 

ind Chaftifer of the Soul to Joy ! 

5n will fpread thy glorious Conqucfts far, 

U the Tumults of thy ruffled Breaft : 

ous iEra ! Golden Days, begin ! 

lought of Death, fhall, like a God, infpire. 

ly not think on Death ? Is Life the Theme 

y Hwught ? and Wifli of ev'ry Hour > 

1^ of cv'ry Joy ? Surprifing Truth I 

l^ai!^ Sj^OQiers Fondnefs not lb ftrange. 

ip tbe iiumVous //// that feize on Life 

r\,: D As 
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As their own Property, their lawful Prey ; 

Ere Man ha3 niQaiCuf'd half hb vv^aiy Stage, 

His Luxuries have left him no Reserve, 

No maideo. Relifhec, unbroacht Djelight^ ; 

On cold-ferv'd Repetiiions He fubiiils. 

And in the taftelefs Prefent chews the Pafi i 

Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwaUow down. 

Like laviih Anceilors, his earlier Years 

Have difinherited his future Hours, 

Which flj^iive 9n Orts, and glean their former Field. 

Live eycr Here, Lorenzo ! — Shocking Thought f 
So fhocking» they who wiih, difown it too ; 
Difown from Shame^ what they from Folly ctave. 
Live ever in the Womb, nor fee the Light ? 
For what live ever Here ?— With labouring Step 
To ti5ead our former Footfteps ? Pace the Round 
Eternal ? To climb daily Life's worn Wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? To bear, and beat^ 
The beaten Track ? To bid each wretched Day 
The fcvmer mock f To furfeit on the Same^ 
And yawn our Joys ? or thank a Mifery • 
For Change, tho' fad ? To fee what we have ^cn ? 
Hear, till unheard^ the fame old flabber'd Tale ? ' 
To tidle the tailed, and at each Return 
Lcfs talleful,? O'er our Palates to decant 
Another Vintagje ? ftrain a flatter Year, 
Thro' loaded Veflels, and a laxer Tone ? 
Cra:jy Machines to grind Earth's wailed Fruits ! 
ill-ground, and worfe concofted ! Load, not Life f 
The Rational foul Kennels of Excefs ! 
Still-Hreaming Thorough- fairs of dull Debauch ? 
Trembling each Gulp, lefl Death iliould fnatch the Boi 

Sui:h of our Fine ones is the Wifh refin'd I 
So would they have it : Elegant Defire ! 
Why not invite the b^lowing Stalls, and Wilds ? 
Eut iuch Examples might their Riot awe. 
Through Want of Virtue, that is, Want of Thouj 
;l ho' on bright Thought they father all their Flij ' 



Tt) what arc they reduc'd ? To love, and hate> 
The fame vain World ; To cenfure, and efpoufc. 
This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day ; To flatter Bad 
Thro' Dread of Worfc ; To cling to this rude Rock^ 
Barren, to them, of Good, »k1 iharp with Ills, 
And hoarly blackened with impending Storms, 
And infamous for Wrecks of human Hope 
ScarM at the gloomy Gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their Triumphs ! fuch their Pangs of Joy f 

'Tis Time, high Time, tt> ftiift this difraal Scene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous State, what Art can cure ? 
One only ; but that One, what All may reach ; 
Virtue — She, wonder-working Goddefs ! charms 
That Rock to bloom ; and tames the painted Shre*w i 
And what will more furprife, Lorenzo ! gives 
To Life's fick, naufeous Iteration ^ Change ; 
And flraitens Nature'^s Circle to a Line. 
Believ'ft Thou This, Lorenzo ? Lend an Ear, 
A patient Ear, Thou'lt bluih to difbelieve. 

A laneuid, leaden Iteration reigns. 
And ever muft, o'er Thofc, whofe Joys are Joys 
Of Sight; Smell, Tafte : The Cuckow-feafons fing 
T'he fame dull Note to fuch as nothing prize. 
But what thofe Seafons, from the teeming Earth, 
^o doating Senfe indulge. But nobler Minds, 
Which rdiih Fruits unripen'd by the Sun, 
Make their Days various \ .various as the Dyes 
On the Dove's Neck, which wanton in his Rays. 
On Minds of Dove-like Innocence polTeil, 
On light'ned Minds, that ba(k in Virtue's Beams, 
Nothing h^ngs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In Thaty for which they long ; for which they live. 
Their glorious EiForts, wing'd with Heav'nly Hope, 
Eadi riiihg Morning fees ftill higher rife 5 
Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty prefents 
^To Worth maturing, new Strength, Luftre, Fame ; 
^mte Nature's Circle, like a Chariot-wheel 
'i:.l D 2 Rolling. . 
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Rolling beneath their elevated Aims, 
Makes their fair Profpeft fairer evVy Hour ; 
Adyancing Virtue^ in a Line to Bli/s ; 
Virtue^ which Chriftian Motives beft infpirc ! 
And BUfs, which Chriflian Schemes alone enfure ! 

And (hall wc then, for Virtue's Sake, commence 
Apbflates ? and turn Infidels for Joy ? 
A Truth it is, Few doubt, but Fewer truft, 
** He fins againft this Life, who flights the nexty 
What is this Life ? How Few their Fav'rite know ? 
Fond in the Dark, and blind in our Embrace, 
By paffionately loving Life, we make , 
Lov'd Life unlovely ; hugging her to Death. , 

We give to Time Eternity's Regard j 
And, dreaming, take our PaiTage for our Port. 
Life lias no Value as an End, but Means j 
An End deplorable f a Means divine f 
When 'tis our All, 'tis Nothing ; worfe than Nought; 
A Neft of Pains ; when held as Nothing, .Much j 
Like forae fair Hum'rifts, Life is moft enjoy'd. 
When courted leaft ; moil worth, when dilefteem'd ; 
Then 'tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace ; 
InProfpcdl, richer far; Important! Awful f 
Not 10 be mention'd but with Shouts of Praifc I 
Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy I 
The mighty Bafis of eternal Blifs ! 

Where now the barren Rock ? the painted Shrewo ? 
Where now, Lorenzo! \a{^^% eternal Round? 
Have I not made my triple Promife good ? 
Vain is the World ; but onlv to the Vain. 
To what compare we then this varying Scene, 
Whofe Worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Higkt 
Afiifts me Here) Compare it to the Moon ; 
D*.rk in herfelf, and indigent ; but rich 
In borrowed Luftre from a higher Sphere , 
Wlien grofs Guilt interpoi'es, Lab'ring Earth, 
O'eriliadow'dj mourns a deep Eclipfe of Joy ; 
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Her Joys, at brighteft, pallid, to that Font 
Of full effulgent Glory, whence ihcy flow. 

Nor is that Glory diHant : Oh Lorenzo f 
A good Man, and an Angel I Thefe between 
How thin the Barrier ? What divides their Fate ? 
Perhaps a Moment ; or perhaps a Year ; 
Or, if an Age, it is a Moment ftiU' ; 
A Moment, or Eternity's forgot. 
Then be, what once they were, who now arc Cods i 
Be what Philander was, and claim the Skies. 
Starts timid Nature at the gloomy Pais ? 
The foft Tranfition call it ; and be chearM : 
Sucloit is often, and why not to Thee ? 
To hope the Beft is pious, brave, and wife ; 
And may itfelf procare, what it prefumes. 
Life is much flattered. Death is much traducM ; 
Compare the Rivals, and the Kinder crown. 
** Strangi Comfttih'on f ^^--^True^ Lorenzo t Strange! 
So Litde Li/i CMi caft into the Scale. 

li/i xnidceB the Soul dependent on the Dud i 
Diotb givea her Whtgs to mount above the Spheres. 
TUo* Chinitfl, ftyl*d Organs, dim Lifi oeeps at Light i 
Dnuh bttrfb th^involving Cloud, and all is Day ; 
All£ye, all Ear, the diSsmbody'd Power. 
Death has feign*d Evils, Nature (hall not feel ; 
It/e, Ills fubftantial, Wifdom cannot (hun. 
Is not the mighty Af/W, that Son of Heaven ! 
By Tyrant Li/e dethronM, imprifon'd, pain'd ? 
By Death inlargM, ennobled, deify'd ? 
^iath but intombs the Body ; Life the Soul. 

" Is Death then guiltlefs ? How he marks his Way 
•• With dreadful Wafte of what deferves to fhine ! 
•• Art, IC^enius, Fortune, elevated Power I 
** With various Luftres Thefe light up the World, 
*^ '^hith Death puts out, and darkens human Race." 
iUt Lorenzo I this Indictment jufl : 
I^B^.Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror! 

D 3 Death 




54 ri&^ C O M P L A IN T; <r. 

Death humbles Thcfc ; more barbVous Lifiy the Mak 
Life is the Triumph of our mouldVing Clay ; 
Deaths of the Spirit infinite ! divine f 
Death has no Dread, but what frail Life imparts ; 
Nor Life true Joy» but what kind Death improves. 
No Blifs has Life to boaft, till Death can' give 
Par greater ; Life^^ a Debtor to the Grave, 
Dark Lattice ! letting in eternal Day. 

LoiLBNZ^o ? blufh at Fondne/s for a Life^ 
Which fends celeftial Souls on Errands vile. 
To cater for the Senfc ; and ienre at Soards^ 
Where ev'ry Ranger of the Wilds, perhaps 
Each Reptile, juftly claims our upper HaiuL • 

Luxurious FeaA \ a Soul, a Soul immortal^ 
In all the Dainties of a Brute bemirM f 
Lorenzo f blu^ at Terrer for a D^atb^ 
Which gives thee to repcfe ki feflive Bowers^ 
Wheie Ne£lars (parkk. Angels miniAer, 
And more than Angek ihare, and raife, and crowiv- 
And eternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burfts of Blifs. 
What need I more ? O Death, the Palm is tUtkt. 

Then welcome. Death f thy dreaded MavUingarff,. 
Jge^ and Difeafe ; Difeafe, tho' long my Gueft ; 
7'hat plucks my Nerves, thofe tender Strings of Life j^ 
Which, pluckt a little more, wiH toll the Bell, 
That calls my few Friends to ray Funeral ; 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Tear, 
While Reafon and Religion, better taught. 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his Tomb 
With Wreath triumphant. Death is Vi^ory i 
It binds in Chains the raging lib of Life : 
Zuji and Amhitiofiy Wrath and Avarice^ 
DraggM at his Chariot-wheel, applaud his Powe^i 
That Ills corroiive. Cares importunate. 
Are not immortal too, O Death I is Thine. 
Our Day of Diffolution ! — Name it right j 
*Tis our great Pay-day ; 'tis our Harveft, rich 
And ripe : What tho' tht Sickle, fometimcs keen, 

J* 
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rs uSy as we reap the golden Grain ? 

lan thy Balm, O Gilead ! heals the Wound. 

feeble Cry, and Death\ deep difmal Groan, 

ider Tributes low-taxt Nature pays 

jhty Gain : The Gain of each, a Life f 

! the lad the former fo tranfcends, 

;Sy com par d ; Life lives beyond the Grave. 

feel I, Death ! no Joy from Thought of Thee ? 
the great Counfellor, who Man infpires 
v'ry nobler Thought, and fairer Deed \ 
the Deliverer, who refcues Man ! 
the Rewarder, who the Refcu'd crowns f 
that abfolves my Birth ; a Curfe without it I 
> eat by that realizes all my Cares, 
Virtues, Hopes ; without it, a Chimera I 
of all Pain the Period, not of Joy ; 
'ourcey and SuhjeSt, ftill fubfifl unhurt ; 
n my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire t 
be four Winds were warrmg for my Duft. 
nd from Winds, and Waves, and central Nighty, 
dfonM there, my Duft too I reclaim, 
uft when drop proud Nature*s proudeft Spheres^ 
ve intire. Death is the Crown of Life : 
^eath deny*d, poor Man would live in vain ; 
)eath deny'd, to live would not be Life ; 
)eath denyM, ev^n Fools would wifh to die. 
wounds to cure : We fall ; we rife ; we reign I 
; from our Fetters ; faften in the Ski«s ; 
; blooming Eden withers in our Sight : 
gives us more than was in Mden loft. 
[Sng of Terrors is the Prince of Peace, 
fliall I die to Vanity, Pain, Death ? 
(hall I die ? — ^When fliall I live for ever f 
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NIGHT the FOURTH. 



t Much-indebted Mafe, O Yorkb ! intmdu.' 
^ Amid the Smllcfl of Forwoe, and of Youth, 
t Thine Ear b patient of « ferious Song. 
I How deep implanted in the Breaft of Man 
' TheDreadof I3eathf lAngitafov'reigaCure.' 

Whjr ftaK at Death } Where i« he ? IDeath uriv'd. 
I pad t not come, or gone. He's never itrt, 
re Hapr, Senfalhn fails ; Black-boding Man 
'tea'oes, not/uffiri Death's tremendous Blow. 
'he Knetl, die Shroud, the Mtttock, and the Grave i 
'he deep damp Vault, the Darknefs, and the Wofmi 
'beTe are the Bwbeacs of a Winter's Eve, 
'he Terror^lpBie Living, not the Dead. 
magitiafim'i fool, and irrer's'Wretch, 
Ian makes a Death, which Nature never madej 
lien on the Point of his own Fancy falb ; 
lad feels a tbouland Deaths, in fearing one. 

fiat was Death frightful, what hai J^ to feu \ 
f .^udent, Ag)t AoaJd meet tlie fitsaaVY ^oc. 
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And fhelter in his hofpitable Gloom. 
I fcarce can meet a Monument, but holds 
My Younger ; every D^te cries — ** Come away.'* 
-And what recalls me ? Look the World around. 
And tell me what : The Wifeft cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give his Thought 
Full Range, on juft Diflike's unbounded Field ; 
Of Things, the Vanity ; of Men, the Flaws j 
Flaws in the Beft ; the Many, Flaw all o'er. 
As Leopards J fpotted, or, as Ethiops, dark j 
Vivacious /// ; Good dying immature ; 
(How immature, NarcI^sa's Marble tells) 
And at its Death bequeathing endlefs Pain ; 
His Heart, tho'^bold, would ficken at 'the Sight,. 
And fpend itfelf in Sighs, for future Scenes. 

But grant to Life (and juft it is to grant 
To liicky Life) fome Perquiiites of Joy ; 
A Time there is, when, like a thrice-told Tal/p> 
And that of no great Moment, or Delightj^ 
LOng-rifltd Life of Sweet can yield no more, 
3ut from our Comment on the Comedy, 
Pleafing RtfieBions on Parts well-fuftain'd. 
Or purpos'd Emendations where we fail'd. 
Or Hopes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe, 
Tofs Evrtune back her Tinfel, and her Plumc^ 
And drop this Mafk of Flefh behind the Scene. • 

With, me, that Time is come ; my World is dead ;. 
A new World rifes, and new Manners reign : 
Foreign Comedians, a fpruce Band ! arrive, 
To pulli me from the Scene, or hifs m^here. 
What a pert Race ftarts up ! the Strai^P|||l^e|^ 
And I at them ; my Neighbour is unknoisS jV * ' 
Nor that the worft : Ah me ! the dire EfFed 
Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long i 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice), ,7^ 

My s^Yy Mailer knows me not. 
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Shall I dare fay. Peculiar is the Fate ? 
I've been fo long remember *d, Tm forgot. 
An Objed ever prefling dims the Sights 
And hides behind its Ardor to be feen. 
When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plaint, 
They drink it as the Nedlar of the Great ; 
And fqueeze my Hand, and beg me come To-morrow ; 
Refufal! canft thou wear a fmoother Form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my Theme : 
Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Death : 
Twice-told the Period fpent on ftubbom Itroj^ 
Court-Favour, yet untaken, I beiiege ; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 
Alas \' Ambition makes xny Little, lefs ; 
Embitt'ring the Poifefs'd : Why wifh for more ? 
Wijhingy of all Employments, is the Worft ; 
Philofophy's Revcrfe ! and Health's Decay ! 
Was 1 as plump, as {lall'd Theology, 
Wijhing would wafte me to this Shade again. 
Was I as wealthy as a South-Sea Dream, 
Wijhing is an Expedient to be poor. 
Wijhing^ that conilant //(Tt^/V of a Fool; 
Caught at a Court ; purg'd off by purer Air, 
And Ampler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life \ \ 

Bleft be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
My Heart at Reft, beneath this humble $hed. 
The World's a ftately Bark, on dang'rous Seas, 
With Pleafure feen, but boarded at our Peril : 
Hercy on a fmgle Plank, thrown fafe afhore, 
I hear the Tumult of the diftant Throng, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms j 
And meditate on Scenes, more filent ftill ; 
Purfue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here^ like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 
T'ouching his Reed, or leaning on his Staff, 
I Btevr* Ambition's fiery Chace i^^^i 
>lhc circling Hunt, of npify Men» 
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Burft LawVInclofurc, leap the Mounds of KJght^ 
Purfuing, and purfu'd, each other's Prey ; 
As Wolves, for Rapine ; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 
Till Death, that mighty Hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this Toil for Tritrmphs of an Hoar ? 
What, tho' we wade in Wealth, or foar in Fame ? 
Earth s higheft Station ends in, " Here he lies :" 
And " Duft to Duft " concludes her nobleft Song. 
If this Song lives, Poftcrity (hall know 
One, tho' in Britain bom, with Courtiers bred. 
Who thought ev'n Qold might come a Day too ktte ; 
Nor on his fubtle Death-bed plann'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church or State ; 

Some Avocation deeming it ^to die ; 

Unbit by Rage canine of dying Rich ; 

Guilt's Blunder I and the loudefl Laugh of Hell. 

O my Coevals ! Remnants of yourfelves \ 
Poor human Ruins, tott'ring o'er the Grave ! 
Shall we, fhall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and. dofer ding, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched Soil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd Hands be flili ftretch*d out. 
Trembling, at once, with Eagemefs and Age ? 
With Av'rice, and Convulfions grafping hard ? 
Grafping at Air I for what has Earth befide ? 
Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, long ; 
How foon mufl he refign his very Duft ; 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour ! 
Years unexperienc'd rufh on numerous Ills ; 
And foon as Man, expert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 

When in this Vale of Years I backward look. 
And mifs fuch Numbers, Numbers too of fnch. 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their A^e^ 
And flrider on their Guard, and fitter far 
To play Life's fubtle Game, I fcarce believe 
imilfurYiYC ; And am I fond o( Iife> 
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WKo fcarce can think it poffible, I live ? 
Alive by Miracle ! or, what is next. 
Alive by Mead ! If I am ftill alive. 
Who long have bury'd what gives Life to live, 
Pirmnefs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought, 
life's Lee is not more JhaUtm\ than impure^ 
And vapid ; Sen/e and Reafin fliew the Door, 
Call for my Bier, and pdnt me to the Duft. 

O thon great Arbiter of Life and Death f 
Natore^s immortal, immaterial San I 
Whpfe all-prolific Beam late caird me forth 
From Darkoefs, teeming Darknefs, where I \tf 
The Worm*8 Inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 
The Dttft I tread on, high to bear my Brow^ 
To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, 
And triumph in Exiftence ; and conld^ know 
Ko Motive, but my Blifs ; and haft ordain*d 
A Rife in Bleiling I with the Patriarek^ ]oy. 
Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown ; 
I truft in Thee, and know in whom I truft ; 
Or Life, or Death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
All Weight in this— O let me live to Thee ! 

Tho* Nature*^ Terrors, thus^ may be repreft ; 
Still frowns grim Death ; Guilt points the Tyrant's Spe^ 
And whence all human Guilt ? from Death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the Swarm 
Of friendly Warmings, which around me fiew ; 
And finilM, nnfmitten : Small my Caufe to fmile ! 
Z)tatF8 Admonitions, like Shafts upwards fhot, 
^ore dreadful by Delay, the lodger ere 
They flrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound* 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it flings : 
Who can appeafe its Anguifh ? How it bums ? 
What Hand the barb'd, invenom'd. Thought can draw I 
What healing Hand can pour the Bsdm of Peace ? 
And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb ? 
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With Joy, — ^with Grief, that healing Hand I fee ; 
Ah ! too confpicuous I It is £x'd on high. 
On high I — What means my Phrenfy ? I blafpheme ; 
Alas I how low ! how far beneath the Skies ? 
The Skies it formed ; and now it bleeds for me — 
But bleeds the Balm I want — ^yet flill it bleeds \ 
Draw the dire Steel — Ah no I — the dreadful filefling 
What Heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all humaii Hope : That Nail fupports 
Our falling Univerfe : That gone» we drop \ 
Horror receives us, and the difmal Wi(h 
Creation had been fmother'd in her Birth— » 
Darknefs His Curtain, and His Bed the Dull ; 
When Stars and Sun are Duft beneath his Throne f 
In Heav'n itfelf can fuch Indulgence dwell ? 
O what a Groan was there ? A Groan not His. 
He feiz'd our dreadful Right j the Load fuftain'd ; 
And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 
A thoufand Worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear. 
Senfations new in Angels Bofoms rife j 
Sufpend their Song ; and make a Paufc in Blifs. 

O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme \ 
Infpire me. Night ! with all thy tuneful Spheres in/pire; 
Whilft I with Seraphs (hare feraphic Themes, 
And Ihew to Men the Dignity of Man j 
Left I blafpheme my Subjed with my Song. 
Shall Pagan Pages glow celeftial Flame, 
And Chriftian langui(h ? On our Hearts, not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infamy : My HearH awake. 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by this^ 
** Expended Deity on human Weal ? '* 
Feel the great truths, which burft the tenfold Night 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 
Of endlefs Day : To feel, is to be fir'd ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 



Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Power ? 
StUX mare tremendous, for thy woad^rous Love I 
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That atms, with Awe more awful, thy Commands ; 
And foul Tranfgrefrion dips in fevenfold Night ; 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immcnfe ! 
In Love immenfe, inviolably Jufl ! 
Thou, rather than thy Juftice ihould be ftain'd, 
Didil ftain the Crofi 5 and. Work of Wonders, far 
The greateft, that thy Dearefl far might bleed. 

Bold Thought ! Shall I dare fpeak it ? or reprcfs ? 
Should Man more execrate^ or boaft^ the Guilt 
Which rous'd fuch Vengeance ? which fuch Love inflam'd i 
O'er Guilt (how mountainous I) with outftretcht Arms, 
Stern Juftice^ and foft-fmiling Ltyue^ embrace. 
Supporting, in full Majefty, thy Throne, 
Wien feem'd its Majefty to need Support, 
Or naty or Man^ inevitably loft. 
What, but the Fathomlefs of Thought divine. 
Could labour fuch Expedient from Defpair, 
And refcue both ? Both refcue ! Both exalt ! 
O bow are both exalted by the Deed! 
The wond*rous Deed ! or ihall I call it more ? 
A Wonder in Omnipotence itfelf / 
A Myftery, no lefs to Gods than Men f 

Not, thus^ our Infidels th'^//r»^/ draw, 
A God all o'er, confujnmate, abfolute, 
PuU-orbM, in his whole Round of Rays complete ; 
They fet at odds Heav'n's jarring Attributes \ 
And, With one Excellence, another wound \ 
Maim Heav n's Perfedion, break its equal Beams, 
Bid Mercy triumph over — God himfelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praife : 
A God All Mercy, is a God unj uft. 

Ye brainlefs Wits ! ye baptiz'd Infidels I 
Ye worfe for mending ! walh'd to fouler Stains ! 
The Ranfom was paid down ; the Fund of Heaven, 
Heav'n^s inexhauftible, exhaufted Fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the Price, 
'^«P1 Price beyond : Tho' curious to compute, 
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Archangels failM to caft the mighty Sum : 
Its Value vafl ungrafpt by Minas CreatCy 
For ever hides, and glows in, the Suprtme, 

And was the Ranfom paid ? It was : And paid 
(What can exalt the Bounty more ?) for Tou. 
The Sun beheld it — No, the (hocking Scene 
Drove back his Chariot : Midnight veil'd his Face ; 
Not fiich as 7bis ; not fuch as Nature makes ; 
A Midnight, Nature fliudder'd to behold ; 
A Midnight new I a dread Eclipfe (without 
Oppofmg Splieres) from her Creator's Frown f 
Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's Pain ? or ftart 
At that enormous Load of human Guilt, 
Which bow'd his blefied Head ; o'erwhelm'd his Crofs; 
Made groan the Centre ; burft Earth's marble Womb, 
With Pangs^ ftrange Pangs I deliver'd of her Dead ? 
Hell howl'd ; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear ; 
Heav'n wept, that Men might fmile ! Heav'n bled, diat 
Might never die !■■■-■- [Matt 

And is Devotion Virtue ? 'Tis cmpelVi : 
What Heart of Stone, but glows at Thoughts like TheTe) 
Such Contemplations mount us ; and (hould mount 
The Mind ilill higher j nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur'd, unlnflam'd. — Where roll my Thoughts 
To rdft from Wonders ? Other Wonders rife ; 
And ftrikc where-e'er they roll : My Soul is caught : 
Heav'n's fov'reign Bleffings, cluft'ring from the Crofs^ 
Rufh on her, in a Throng, and clofe her round. 
The Pris'ner of Amaze I— In His bleft Life, 
I fee the Fath, and in His Death, the Price^ 
And in His great Afcent, the Proof Supreme 
Of Immortality. — And did He rife ? 
Hear, O ye Nations ! hear it, O ye Dead f 
He rofe ! He rofe ! He burft the Bars of Death. 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! 
And give the King of Glory to come in c 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who left 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death : 




Lift up your Heads, ye everlalliBg Gates! 
And give the King of Glory to come in. 
"Who is the King of Glory ? He who flew 
rrhe ravenous Foe, that gorg'd all human Race ! 
The King of Glory, He, whofe Glory fillM 
Heav'n with Amazement at his Love to Man ; 
^nd with Di\ine Complacency beheld 
Powers moft illiimin^d, wilder'd in the Theme* 

The Theme, the Joy, how then (hall Man fufbun ? 

, Oh the burfi Gates ! crufii'd Sting I demoliOi'd Throne f ' 
lail Gafp I of vanqoifhM Deadi. Skont Earda aDd Heaven t 

: This Sum ofGood, to Man ; Whofe Nature, then» 

I Took Wing, and mottnted with Him from the Tomb! 

[ Then, then, I ro£s % then firft Humanity 
Triumpliant paft the CryRal Ports of Ligkr, 
(Stupendoas Gnefl f) attd fdz'd eternal Yootli, ' 

Sdz'd in onr Name. £*er fiace,. ^tis biaf]piieBiOM 
To call Man mortal. Man^s Mortality 
Was, theil, transferred to Death ; and Heav Vi Daratioo 
Unalienably fealM to this frail Frame, 
This Child of Daft.— Mas, aU-immortal f HaO 1 
Hail, Heav'n ! all-buriih of ftraage Gifta to Maat 
Thine all the Gloiy 1 Mtn's the boai»llie(s fiiifs. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, 
On Ghriftian Joy's exulting Wing, above 
Th' Aoman Mount ?— Alas, fmalTCaufe for Joy ! 
What if to Pain, immortal ? If Extent 
Of Being, to preclude a Clofe of Woe ? 
Where, then, my Boaft of Immortality ? 
Iboaftit ftill, tho^ covered o'er with Guilt: 
For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life He pour'd $ 
Tis Guilt alone can juftify His Death ; 
Nor that^ unlefs His Death can juftify 
Kebnting Guilt in Heav'n's indulgent Sight. 
** "1 Sf Folly, I relent ; He writes 

in H^v'n, with that inverted Spear 
ri4ttlHclf{it in Blood !) which pierc'd his Side^ 
fitmre a Font for all Mankind ^' 

Who 
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Who drive, who combat Crimes, to drink, and live : 
7Z J, only this, fubdues the Ftar of Death. 

And what is This ? — Survey the wondVous Cure : 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rife ! 
Pardon for infinite Offence f and Pardon 
Thro' Means, that fpeak its Value infinite ? 
A Pardon bought with Blood I with Blood Divine ( 
With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe I 
Perfifted to provoke f tho' woo*d, and aw'd, 
Ble/(, and chaftizM, a flagrant Rebel flill f 
A Rebel 'midft the Thunders of his Throne f 
Nor I alone f a Rebel Univerfe I 
My Species up in Arms I not One exempt I 
Yet for the fouleft of the Foul, He dies. 
Moft joy'd, for the Redeemed from deepeft Guilt f 
As if our Aace was held of higheft Rank ; 
And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man I** 

Bound, ev^ry Heart f and, vf'^ry Bofom, bum f 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is^here I 
Its loweft Round, hieh planted on the Skies i 
Its tow*ring Summit loft beyOnd the Thought 
OfMan or Angel f Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful Afcent, with equal Praife I 
Praife I flow for ever, (if Aftoniftimeht 
Will give thee I^eavc) my Praife \ for ever flow i 
Praife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to High Heav*a 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrificM \ 
And all her fpicy Mountains in a Flame. 

So dear, fo due toHeav'n, (hall Fraift defcend 
With her foft Plume, (from plaulive Angels Wing 
Firft pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great ? 
Is Praife the Perqqifite of ev'ry Paw, 
Tho' black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold ? 
Oh Love of Gold f thou meaneft of Amours ! 
Shall Praife her Odours wafte on Virtue's Dead, 
Embalm the Bafe, perfume the Stench of Guilt, % 
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Earn dirty Bread by walhing Ethtops fair, 

Removing Filth, or finking it from Sight, 

A Scavenger in Scenes^ where vacant Polls, 

Like Gibbets yet untenanted, expedl 

Their future Ornaments ? From Courts and Thrones, 

Return, apofhte Praije ! Thou Vagabond ! 

Thou Pjoftitute I to thy firft Love return. 

Thy firft, thy greatefl, once unrivaPd Theme. 

There flow redundant ; like Meander flow^ 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that parent Power, 
Who gives the Tongue to found, the Thought to foar. 
The Soul to be. Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful Eye they bow 
In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 
Of Guilt to Guilt, and turn their Backs on Thee, 
Great Sire ! whom Thrones celeflial ceafelefs iing ; 
To proftrate Angpis, an amazing Scene \ 
the Prefumption of Man's Awe for Man f 
Man's Author f End I Reftorer ! Law I and Judge ! 
Thine, All ; Day thine, ^d thine this Gloom oi Night, 
With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds : 
V/hat, Night eternal, bat a Frown from Thee ? 
What, Heav'n's meridian Glory, but Thy Smile ? 
And (hall not Prai/e be Thine ? not Human Praife ? 
While Heav'n's high Holl on HalUlujahi live \ 

O mav I breathe, no longer, than I breathe 
Aly Soul in Praife to Him, who gave my Soul, 
^nd all her Infinite of Profpedt fair. 
Cut thro' the Shades of Hell, great Love I by Th*e, 
Oh moft adorable ! mofl unador'd ! ^ 
Where (hall that Praife begin, which ne'er fhould end ? 
AVhere-e'er I turn, what Claim on all Applaufe I 
How is Nigbt^^ fable Mantle laboured o'er. 
How richly wrought, with Aitiibutes divine I 
What Wifdotn fhines ! what Love ! This Midnight Pomp, 
This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay'd f 
B^ilt with divine Ambition ! nought to Thee ; 
^(^ Others this Profufion : Thou, apart, 

AboT 
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Above, Beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind F 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the Deep ? 
Call to the Sun^ or alk the roaring Winds^ 
For their Creator ? Shall I queilion loud 
The Thunder, if in that th'Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds He farious Stormi in ftreighten'd Reins, 
And bids fierce Whirlwinds wheel his rapid Carr ? 

What mean thefe Queftions ? — ^Trembling I retrad ; 
My proibate Soul adores the freftnt God : 
Praife I a dillant Deity ? He tunes 
My Voice (if tun'd) ; the Nerve, that writes, fafUins: 
Wrap'd in Ms Being, I refound his Praife : 
But tho' paft ^//diffus'd, without a Shore, 
His EiTence ; local is His Throne (as meet). 
To gather the Difperll (as Standards call 
The Lifted from afar) ; to fix a Point, 
A central Point, colledlive of his Sons, 
Since finite cv'ry Nature, but his own. 

The namclefs Hir, whofe N^ is Natures Krth j 
And Nature* s Shield, the Shadow of his Hand $ 
Her Diflblution, his fufpended Smile ! 
The great Tirfi-Laft / pavilion'd high he fits 
In Darknefs, from exceflive Splendor, borne. 
By Gods unfcen, unlefs thro' Luftre loft. 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright. 
As that to central Horrors ; He looks down 
On All that foars ; and fpans Immenfity. 

Tho' Ntght unnumber'd Worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundlefs Creation I what art thou ? A Beam, 
A mere EfRuvium of his Majefty : 
And ihall an Atom of this Atom- World 
Mutter, in Duft and Sin, the Theme of Heaven ft 
Down to the Centre ftiould I fend my Thought 
Thro' Beds of glitt'ring Ore, and glowing Gems,> 
Their beggar'd Blaze wants Luftre for my Lay \ 
Goes out in Darknefs : If, on tow'ring Wing, 
I fend it t\irQ' the boundkfe Vault of Stars ; 
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(The Stars, tho' rich, what Drofs their Gold to Tbee^ 
(Great ! Good I Wife ! Wonderful ! Eternal King \ 
If to thofe confcicus Stan thy Throne around, 
Praife ever- pouring, and imbibing Biifs j 
And aik their Strain ; They want it, more they want. 
Poor their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Ener^, their Ardor cold. 
Indebted dill, their higheft Rapture burns 
Short of its Mark, defedivc, tho' divine. 

Still more — ^This Theme is Man's, and Man's alone i 
Their vaft Appointments reach it not : They fee 
On Earth a Bounty not indulged on high ; 
And downward look for Heav'n's fuperior Praife I 
Firlt-born of Etlicr ! high in Fields of Light ! 
Vie\Y Man, to fee the Glory of your Godi 
Could Angels envy, they had envy'd here ; ^ 

And (bme did en\y ; and the red^, tho' Gods, 
Yet flill Gods unredeemed (there triumphs Man, 
Tempted to weigh the Duft againft the Skies) 
They lefs would feel, tho' more adorn, my Theme, 
They fung Creation (for in that they fliar'd) 
How ro{e in Melody, the Child of Love : 
Creation* s great Superior, Man ! is Thine ; 
Thine is Redemption; They juft gave the Key ; 
*Tis Thine to raife, and eternize, the Song j 
Tho' human, yet divine ; for fhould not this 
Raife Man o'er Man, and kindle Seraphs here ? 
Redemption ! 'twas Creation more fublime $ 
Redemption ! 'twas the Labour of the Skies ; 
Far more than Labour — It was Death in Heaven. 
A Truth fo fh-ange I 'twere bold to think it true ; 
If not far bolder fliill, to dilbelieve. 

Heri paufe, and ponder ; Was there Death in Heav'n ? 
What then on Earch ? On Earth, which ftruck the Blow ? 
Who ftruck it ? Who I — O how is Man inlarg'd, ' 
Seen thro' this Medium I How the Pygmy tow'rs \ 
How .countcrpois'd his Origin from Duft ! 
fibw couACenpois'dy to DuA his fad Return f 
^^:- ' Vis 
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How voided his vaft Diflance from the Skies f 
How near he prefTes on the Seraph's Wingf 
Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay ? 
How This demonflratesy thro^ the thickeft Cloud 
Of Guilt, and Clay condenft, the Son of Heaven! 
The double Son ; the Made, and the Re-made ! 
And (hall Heav'n^s double Property be loft ? 
Man's double Madnefs only can deftroy. 
To Man the bleeding Crofs has promis*d all ; 
The bleeding Crofs has fwom eternal Grace j 
Who gave his Life, what Grace (hall He deny ? 

ye ! who, from this Rock of Ages, leap, 
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep f 
What cordial Joy, what Confolation ftrong. 
Whatever Winds arife, or Billows roll. 
Our Int'reft in the Mafter of the Storm ! 

Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature's Ruins fmile ; 
While vile Apoftates tremble in a Calm. 

Man ! Know thyfelf. All Wifdom centres there : 
To none Man feems ignoble, but to Man ; 
Angels that Grandeur, Men o'erlook, admire : 
How long fhall Human Nature be Their Book, 
Degen'rate Mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The Beam dim Reafon Iheds Ihews Wonders There ; 
What high Contents ! Illuftrious Faculties f 
But the grand Xlomment^ which difplays at Full 
Our human Height, . fcarce fever'd from Divine, 
By Heav'n composed, was publifh'd on the Crofs^ 

Who looks on That, and fees not in himfelf 
An awful Stranger, a Terreftrial God ? 
A glorious Partner with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal Life ? 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm : 

1 gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 
Catches ftrange Fire, Eternity ! at Thee j 
And drops the World — or rather, more enjoys : 
How chang'd the Face of Nature ! how improved |j,^ 
What fecm^d a Chaos, dunes a ^lorlovx^ Worlds 




)r, what a World, an Edtn ; heightened all ! 

t is another Scene ! another Self ! 

Vnd Ml another, as Time rolls along ; 

^d that a Self far more illuflrious ftill. 

beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades 

Unpierc'd by bold Conjedlure's keened Ray, 

What Evolutions of furprifing Fate ? 

How Nature opens, and receives my Soul 

In boundlefs Walks of raptur'd Thought f Where Gods 

Encounter, and embrace me f What new JBirths 

Of ftrang^ Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 

"V^here what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiUs, 

Old Timef and fair Creation^ are forgot ! 

Is this extravagant ? Of Man we form 
Extravagant Conception, to be juft : 
Conception unconfin'd wants Wing to reach him : 
Beyond its Reach, the Godhead only, more. 
Be^ the great Father 1 kindled at one Flame 
The World of Rationals ; one Spirit pour'd 
[ From Spirit's awful Fountain ; pour'd Himfelf 
Thro* all their Souls ; but not in equal Stream, 
Profufe, Of frugal, of thMnfpiring God, 
As his wife Plan demanded ; and when pad 
Their various Trials, in their various Spheres^ 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Keforbs them all into Himfelf again ; 
His Throne their Centre, and his Smile their Crowa. 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious Truth to iing. 
The' yet ui^fung, as deem'd perhaps too bold ? 
Angels are Men of a fuperior Kind ; 
Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad. 
High o'er celeftial Mountains wing'd in Flight ; 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
Aa^ fli|>|lW Step, the Bottom of the Steep. 
A||^^^^ Jl^iUliogs, Mortals have their Praife ; 
' i|W' Cgrps ethereal, fiich enroli'd, 
^d to the glorious Standard foon 
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Which flames eternal Crimfon thro' the Skies. 
Nor arc our Brothers thoughtlefs of their Kin, 
Yet abfcnt ; but not abfent from their Love. 
Michael has fought our Battles ; Raphael fun] 
Our Triumphs ; Gabriel on our Errands flown. 
Sent by the SOVEREIGN: And arc thefe, O 
Thy Friends, thy warm Alhes ? and Thou (Shan 
.The Cheek to (finder !) Rival to the Brute ? 

RdigMs All. Defcending from the Skies 
To wretched Man, the Goddefs in her Left 
Holds out this World, and, in her Right, the ne> 
Religion ! the fole Voucher Man is Man ; 
Supporter Sole of Man above himfelf ; 
£v'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and DeatJ 
She gives the Soul a Soul that adts a God. 
Religion! Providence! an After- State I 
Here is firin Footing ; here is folid Rock ; 
This can fuppoit us ; all is Sea befldes ; 
Sinks under us ; beflorms, and then deyours. 
His Hand the good Man fafleris on the Skies, 
And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle Whirl. 

As when a Wretch, from thick, pdlluted Air, 
Darknefs, and Stench, aiidfufFocating Damps, 
And Dungeon Horrors, by kind Fate, difeharg'd. 
Climbs fome fair Eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian Profpedls rife^ 
His Heart exults, his Spirits call their Load; 
As if new- born, 'he triumphs in the Change ; 
So joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aims, 
And fordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties terreftrial, fet at large, (he mounts 
To Reafon's Region, her own Element, ' 
Breathes Hopes immortal, ai>d affeds the Skierf. 

Religion ! thou the Soul of Happinefs ; 
And, groaning Gi/i/^ry, of thee! there ^vat 
The noblcft Truths ; there ftrongeft Motives fting 
Ti)ere, facred Violence aflaults the Soi>i \ 




Ttee, nothing but Compuljicm is forborn. 

Can Love allure us ? or can Tertor awe ? 

lie weeps [ — ^the falling Drop puts out the Sun ; 

He fighs ! — the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation ihakei. 

If, in his Love, lo terrible, what dien 

His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tendiernefs on Fire ? 

Like fofr, fmooth Oil, outblazing other Fires ? 

Can Pray'r, can Praife avert it ? — Thou, my All! 

My Theme ! my Infpiration ! and my Crown f 

My Strength in Age ! my Rife in low Eftatc f 

My Soul's Ambition, Pleafure, Wealth! — my World f 

My Light in Darknefs ! and my Life in Death ! 

My Boaft thro' Time ! Blifs thro' Eternity ! 

Eternity, too fhort to fpcak thy Praife ! 

Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man f 
• To Man of Men the meaneA, ev'a to me ; 

My Sacrifice ! my God !— what Things are Thefe f 

What then art Thou I by wbat Name Jhall I call Thoe ? 
Knew I the Name devout Archangels ufe. 
Devout Archangds fhould the Name enjoy. 
By me unrivard ; Thoufands more fublime. 
None half fo dear, as that, which tho' unfpoke. 
Still glows at Heart : O how Omnipotence 
Is lolt in Love ! Thou ^taX Philanthropijl! 
Father of Angels I but th^ l^riend of Man' \ 
Like Jacob, fbndeft of the younger born \ 
Thou, who didft fave hinj, (natch tlie fmoking Brand 
From out thf Flames, and quench it in thy Blood ! 
How a^t thou, pleas'd, by Bounty to Aftrefs ! 
To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 
Too big for Birth \ to favour, and confound ; 
To challenge, and to dv:(lance, ail Return ! 
Of lavjfh Love ftupendpus Heights to foar. 
And Icaye Praife panting in the diAant.Valel 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy Due ; 
And facri}egjj)us our fublimeft Song. 
Butfifi«a tteteked//7// obtains thy Smile, 
^r 1^3 Monument of Praife unpaid^ 
rc.Life fymphonious to my Strain, 

E 2 (That 




l—iirfi~ii \nM mill ' r 'k i^l^ inu,^j^itta^t»mtK^aiMiUlltk 



y6 TbB C O M P L A I N T ; ^r, 

(That nobleft Hymn to Heav'ri f) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my Ftar of Death ! and ^\''ry Fear, 
The Dread of ev'ry Evil, but Thy Frown. 

Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmile ? 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their Reft. 
Ye Quietifls, in Homage to the Skies ! 
Serene ! of foft Addrefs f who mildly make 
An unobtruiive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence ! who halt indeed ; 
But, for the Blefling, ^wrefile not with Heaven f 
Think you my Song, too turbulent ? too warm > 
Are Pajffsonsy then, the.Pagans of die Soul ? 
Reafon alone baptizM ? alone ordai^d 
To touch Things facred ? Oh for Warmer flill ! 
Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my Powers ; 
Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song f 
Thou, my much injured Theme! with that ibft Eye, 
Which melted o*er doom'd Salem^ deign to look 
Compaflion to the Coldnefs of my Bread ; 
And Pardon to the Winter in my Strain. 

Oh yc cold-hearted, frozen, Formalifts ? 
On fuch a Theme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Paffion is Reafon, Tranfport Temper, here. 
Shall Heav'n, which gave us Ardor, and has ihewn 
Her own for Man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmooth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy Dodlors preach. 
That Profe of Piety, a lukewarm Praife ? 
Rife Odours fwcet from Incenfe uninflam'd I 
Devotion, when lukew^m, is undevout ; 
But when it glows, its Heat is flruck to Heaven ; 
To human Hearts her golden Harps are ftrung ; 
High He^v'n's Orehejira chaunts Amen to Man. 

He^ I, or dream I hear, their diftant Strain, 
Sweet to ^he Soul, and tailing ftrong of Heaven, 
Soft wafted on celeftial Pi^s Plume, 
Thro' the taft Spaces of the Univerfe, 
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To chear me in this melancholy Gloom ? 

Oh when will Death (now ftinglefs), like a Friend, 

Admit me of their Choir ? Oh when will Deat/j^ 

This mould'ring, old. Partition- Wall throw down ? 

Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode ? 

Oh Death Divine f that giv'ft us to the Skies ! 

Great Fufure ! glorious Patron of the Pajl^ 

-And Prefent ! when (hall I thy Shrine adore ? 

Prom Nature's C©>»//«f»/, immenfely wide, 

Immenfely blefl, this little TJIe of Life, 

This dark, incarcerating Colony, 

Divides us. Happy Day ! that breaks our Chafn ; 

That manumits ; that calls from Exile home » 

That leads to Nature's great Metropolis, 

-And re-admits us, thro' the guardian Hand 

Of elder Brothers, to our Father's Throne ; 

"Who hears our Advocate, and, thro* his Wounds 
( Beholding Man, allows /^^j/ tender Name. 
? Tis this makes Chrifiian Triumph, a Command : 

Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wife ; 

Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad. 

Seeft thou, Lojienzo I where Ivangs all our Hope? 
Touch'd by the Crofs, we live ; or, more than die ; 
That Touch which touch'd not Angels ; more divine 
Than that, which touch'd Confuiion into Form, 
And Darknefs into Glory ; Partial Touch ! ' 
Ineffably pre-eminent Regard I 
: Sacred to Man, and Sov'reign thro' the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heav'n thro' all Duration, and fupports 
In one illuftrious, and amazing Plan, 
Thy Welfare, Nature I and thy God's Renown ; 
^bat Touch, with Charm celellial, heals the Soul 
Difeas'd, drives Pain from Guilt, lights Life in Death, 
Tarns Earth to Heav'n, to heav'nly Thrones transforms 
The i^ftly Ruins of the mould'ring Tomb. 

me when ? when He who dy'd returns ? 
jliow chang'd ! where then the Man of Woe ? 

E a In 
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In Glory's Terrors all the Godhead burns ; 
And all his Courts, exhauftcd by the Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a flupendpus Solitude in Heaven ; 
Repleniiht foon ; replenilht with Increafe 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new ; of Angels from the Tomb* 

Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and rife 
Dark Doubts between the Promife, and Event? 
I fend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure ; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a Friend to Truth j 
Nature is Chriftian ; preaches to Mankind ; 
And bids dead Matter aid us in our Creed. 
Haft thou ne'er feen the Comet's flaming Flight I 
Th' illuftrious Stranger palfing. Terror ftieds 
On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 
Of Length enormous ; takes his ample Round 
Thro' Depths of Ether ; coafts unnumber'd Worlds, 
Of more than folar Glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty Cape j and then revifits Earth, 
From the long Travel of a thoufand Years, 
Thus, at the deftin'd pfeod, Ihall return 
He, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze : 
And with HinTali our Triumph o'er the Tomb. 

Nature is dumb on this important Point ; 
Or Hope precarious in low Whifper breathes ; 
Fait^ fpeaks aloud, diflindl; tv''n Adders hear. 
But turu, and dart into the Dark again. 
Faith builds a Bridge acrofs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot ftiun. 
And lands: Thought fmootlily on the farther Shore. 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes ; 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
'Tis Faith difarms Deftruftion ; and abfolves 
From ev'ry clamorous Charge, the guiltlefs Tomb. 

Why difbelieve ? Lorenzo ! — *' Reafon bids, 
« AU-facred Reafon."— Hold her facred ftill j 
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or (halt thou want a Rival in thy Flame : 

[{'{sicred jRea/o» f Source, andioul, of all * 

emanding Praife, on Earth,- or Earth above !\ 

[y Heart is thinfe : Deep in its inmoft Folds,, 

ive thou with Life 3 live dearer of the Two. ' ' 

/ear I the bleffed Crofs, by Fortune ftampt 

►n pafiive Nature, before Thought was born f ' 

ly fiirth*s blind Bigot ! fir'd with /oc^/ Zeal f 

Jo'; i?^/7/oi? rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 

Veigh'd True 'and Falfe in her impartial Scale ; 

/ly Heart became the Convert of my Head j 

iind made that Choice, which once was but my Fatc» ] 

' On Argument alone my Faith is built :" ' 

^ea/ott purfu'd is Failh ; and, unpurfuM 

Vherc Proof invites, 'tis Reafon, then, no more i 

\nd fuch our Proof, that, or our Faitb is rtgJbf, 

Or Reafon lycs, and Heav*n defignM it lurong: 

%bfolvc we This ? What, then, ii Blafphemy > 

Fond as we are, and juftly fond of Faith, ' 
Reafon, we grant, demands our Firil Regard f 
Fhe Mother honoured, as the Daughter dear ; 
Reafon the Root, fair Faith is but the Flower i 
Fhe fading Flow'r fhall die j but keafon lives 
[mmortal, as her Father in the Skies, 
When Faith is Virtue, Reafon makes it fa. 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not Kt^^on purs i 
Tis Reafon our great Mafter holds fo dear ; 
'Tis Reafon's injur'd Rights His Wrath refents ; 
'Tis Reafon's Voice obey'd His Glories crown ; 
To give loft Reafon Life, He pour'd his own : 
Believe, and fhew the Reafon of a Man ; 
Believe, and tafte the Pleafure of a God j 
Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb : 
Thro' Reafon*^ Wounds alone, thy Faith can die i 
Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death^ 
And dips in Venom his twice-mortal Sting. 

Learn hence what Honours, what \omA Paans due 
ro thoife^ who puih our Antidote afide ; 
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Thofc boafted Friends to Reaf&rt, and to Marr, 

"Whofc fatal Love ftabs ev'iy Joy, and leaves 

Death's Terror heightened gnawing on his Heart. 

Thefe pompous Sons of Rea/on idoliz'd. 

And vilify'd at once ; of Reafon dead. 

Then deifyM, as Monarchs were of old. 

What Condud plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 

While Lo'ui of Truth thro' all their Camp refounds, 

They draw Pride % Curtain o'er the Noon-tide Ray ; 

Spike up their Inch of Reafon, on the Point 

Of Philofophic Wit, calPd Argument ; 

And then, exulting in their Taper, cry, 

•• Behold the Sun :" And IndianAikt, adore. 

Talk they of Morats f O thou bleeding Love f 
Thou Maker of ne^ Morals to Mankind ! 
The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wife ^^ Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that fublime Renown) 
As woife as Sp orates, might juftly ftand 
The Definition of a modern Fool. 

Chriftian is the higheft Stile of Man.^ 
And is there, who the bldTed Crofs wipes off 
As a foul Blot, from his difhonour'd Brow ? 
If Angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a Sight : 
The Wretch they quit, defponding of their Chargf, 
More flruck with Grief or Wonder, who can tell? 

Ye fold to Senfc ! ye Citizens of Earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian Banner fly) 
Know ye how wife your Choice, how great your Gain? 
Behold the Pidture of Earth's happieft Man : 
" He calls his Wifli, it comes ; he fends it back, 
*• And fays, he call'd another ; that arrives, 
•' Meets the fame Welcome \ yet he ftill calls on j 
" Till One calls him, who varies not his Call, 
" But holds him faft, i^ Chains of Darknefs bound, 
" Till Nature dies, and Judgment fets him free; . 
*' A Frrcdom, far Icfe welcome d«^ V\% Chain." 



But grant Man happy ; grant him happy long ; 
Add to Life's highell Prize her lateft Hour ; 
That Hour fo late, is nimble in Approach, 
That, like a Poll, comes on in full Career ; 
How fwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shroud I 
Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? 
Thrown down the Gulph of Time ; as far from Thee 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the Day in Hand, 
Like a Bird ftruggling to get loofe, is going ; 
Scarce now poffefs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone; 
And each fwift Moment fled, is Death advanced 
By Strides as fwift : Eternity is All j 
And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the Font of Blifs I 
For ever bafking in the Deity ! 
Lorenzo f who ? — ^Thy Confcience fhall reply. 

give it Leave to fpeak j 'twill fpeak ere long. 
Thy Leave unaikt : Lorenzo ! hear it now, 
While ufeful its Advice, its Accent mild. 
By the great Edi^, by divine Decree, 
*^rutb is depofited with Man's laji Hour ; 
An honeft Hour, and faithful to her Trull ; 
7>«/^, eldeft Daughter of the Deity ; 
^ruth, of his Council, when he made the Worlds ; 
Nor lefs, when he Ihall judge the Worlds he made ; 
Tho' lilent long, and (leeping ne'er fo found, 
Smother'd with Errors, and oppreft with Toys, 
That Heav'n-commiffion'd Hour no fooner calls, 
^ut from her Cavern in the Soul^s Abyfs, 
Like him they fable under j£/na whelm'd. 
The Goddefs burfb in Thunder, and in Plame ; 
L)udly convinces, and feverely pains. 
Dark Demons I difcharge, and fif^ra-Hings ; 
'The keen Vibrations of bright frut^ — is Hell : 
]uft Definition ! tho' by Schools untaught. 
Ycl>^ to Truth ! perufe this Parfon'd Page, 
trufl, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieft; 
may /ivi Fools, but Fools they cannot ^/V.'* 
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lORENZO! to recriminate is joft. 

Fondnefs for Fame is Avarice of Air. 

I grant the Man is vain, who writes for Praife. 

Praife no Man e'er deferv'd, who fought no 
[more. 

As jaft thy Sian/i Charge. I grant the Mufe 
Havqften blufhc at her degen'rate Sons, 
Retain'd by Sin/e to plead hA- filthy Caufe ; 
To raife the Low, to magnify the Mean, 
/nd fubtilize the Grofs into Refin'd : 
Ai if to magic Numbers powerful Charm 
'Tws» pv'n, to sialce a Civil of their Song 
Obfcenc, and fweeten Ordure to Perfume. 
Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the Brute^ 
Aiuf lifts our Swine-enjoyments from the Mire. 

The Fa£l notorious, nor obfcure the Caufe. 

We wear the Chains of PJea/art, and of Pritie j 

^t*fi fhare the Man ; and thefe diftra£t him too ; 

'.. IW diff'ieitC Ways, and dafh in their Commands. 
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Fride^ like an Eagle, builds among the Stars ; 
But Plea/urit Lark-like, nefts upon the Ground. 
Joys (har'd by Brute-Creation, PrvVr refents; 
Fleajure embraces : Man would both enjoy. 
And both at once : A Point how hard to gain f 
But, what can't Wit, when flung by firong Dcfire?^ 

Wit dares attempt this arduous Enterprize. 
Since Joys of Senft can't rife to Reafo9t*% Taftc j 
In fubtle Sopbiftrys laborious Forge, 
Wit hammers out a Reafon new, that iloops 
To fordid Scenes, and greets them with Applauie. 
Wit calls the Graces the chaile Zone to lopfe ; 
Nor lefs than k plump God to fill the Bowl. 
A thoufand Phantoms, and a thoufand Spells, 
A thoufand Opiates fcatters, to delude. 
To fafcinate, inebriate. Jay afleep. 
And the fool'd Mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which fhock'd the Judgment y (hocks no m( 
That which gave Pr/V^ Offence, no more offends, 
Fiea/ure and Pride ^ by Nature mortal Foes, 
At War eternal, which in Man (hall reign. 
By Wit'^s Addrefs, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank Debauch,, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Arty curfed Art I wipes off th' indebted Blufh 
From Nature's Cheek, and bronzes ty'^ry Shame. 
Man fmiles-in'Ruin, glories in his Guilt, 
And Infamy Hands Candidate for Praife. 

• 

All writ by Man in favour of the Soul, 
^\\e£t fenfual Ethics far, in Bulk, tranfcend. 
The Flow'rs of Eloquence profufely pour'd 
O'er fpotted Vice, fill half the letterM World. 
Can Powers of Genius exercife ^eir Page, ' 
And confecrate Enormities with Song \ 

But let not thefe inexpiable Strains 
Condemn the MuCe that knows her Dignjty ; . 
lior meanly flops at Tinw, \i\)x\«i\^\:MiN^^si^4:^ *'? 



Ai 'tis, ID Kiture's ample Field, a Point, 

A Point in her Efteem ; from whence to ilart, 

Aai run the Ronnd of aniverlal Space, 

To viiit Being univerfal there. 

And Being's Source, that utrooft Flight of Mind! 

Yet, foitc of this fo vail Circumference, 

ifrtll Knows, but what is M»ral, nought w Great. 

Sing Syrcnj only ? Do rot Angels fing ? 

Thtre is in Pcify a decent Pride, 

Wliich well becomes her when Ihe fpeaks to Prtfe, 

Herygunger Sifter; haply, not more wife. 

Thlnk'll thou, Lorenzo ! to find Paflimej here ? 
Ko guilty PaHion blown into 3 Flame, 
No Foible flatter'd. Dignity dirgrac'd. 
No fairy Field of Fiaion ail on Flower. 
No Rainbow Colours, here, or filken Tale ; 
But folemn CaiaifeU, Images of Awe, 
ffMi/, which Eternity lets fall on Man 
Widi double Weight, through thefe revolving Spheres, 
This Death-deep Silence, and incumbent Shade : 
^Uughts, fuch as (hall revifit your lafl Hour \. 
Vifit oncall'd, and live when Life expires ; 
And thy dark Pencil, Midnight ! darker lUH 
^K Melancholy dipt, embrowns tiic whole. 

Yet this, ev'nThia, my Laughter-loving Friends! 

LowNzo I and thy Brothers of the Smile f . 

If. what imports you moll, can moft engage. 

Shall Ileal your Ear, and chain yon to my Song. 

Or if you fail me, know, the Wife ihall tafte 

The Truths I fing ; the Truths I firg flial! fecli 

And, feeling, give Aflent j and Their AfTent 

I) ample Recompence ; is more than Praife. 

flat chiefly Thine, O Litchfield ! normiftakej 

Think not un-introdac'd I force my Way j 

NfiRctts*, not unknown, not unally'd, 

^Virtue; or by Blood, illufbious Youtli 1 
Uee,' from blooming Amaranthine BowetSr 
V ^ the Lianguage Harimnu drfceods 

Uncali'd, 
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Uncaird, and afks Admittance for the Mufe : 
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy Praife i 
Thy Praife ffie drops, by nobler fliU infpir^d. 

O Thou ! Bleft Spirit f ijuhether, the Supreme, 
Great antemundane Father ! in whofe Breaii 
Embryo- Creation, unborn Being, dwelt, ' 

And all its various Revolutions roUM 
Prefent, tho* future ; prior to themfelves ; 
Whofe Breath can blow it into Nought again ; 
Or^ from his Throne fome delegated Pow'r, 
Who, ftudious of our Peace, doft turn the Thought 
From Vain and Vile, to Solid and Sublime [ 
Unfeen thou leaded me to delicious Draughts 
Of Infpi ration, from a purer Stream, 
And fuller of the God, than that which burft 
From fam'd Caftalia : Nor is yet allay'd 
My facrcd Third ; though long my Soul has rang'd 
Through pleafing Paths of Moral, and Di'vine^ 
By Thee fuftain'd, and lighted by the Stan, 

By nem bell lighted are the Paths of Thought ;. 
Nights are their Days^ their moft illumin'd Hour. 
By Day^ the Soul o'erborne by Life's Career, 
Sturin'd by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
Reels far from Reafon, joftled by the Throng. 
By Day the SouL is paflive, all her Thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By Night from Ob j efts free, from Paflion cool. 
Thoughts uncontrourd, and unimprefs'd, theBirth& 
Of pure Election, arbitrary range. 
Not to the Limits of one World confin'd ; 
But from Ethereal Travels light on Earth, 
As Voyagers drop Anchor, for Repofe. 

Let Indians, and the Gay, like Indians, fond! 
Of feathered Fopperies, the Sun adore : 
Darknefs has more Divinity for me j 
It ftrikes Thought inward ; it drives back the Soul 
To fettle on Herfelf, our Point fupreme f 
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ri lies our Theatre ; there fits oar Judee. 
Darknefs the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull Scene i 
Tis the kind Hand of Providence (Iretcht out 
'Twixt Man and Vanity ; 'tis Reafon\ Reign, 
And Virtue's too ; thefe Tutelary Shades 
Are Man's Afyltm from the tainted Throng. 
l^igbt is the good Man's Friend y and Guardian too; 
It no lefs rejcues Virtue, than itifpires. 

Virtue for ever Frail, as Fair, below. 
Her tender Nature fufFers in the Croud,. 
Nor touches on the World, without a Stain : 
The World's infectious ; few bring back at Eve, 
Immaculate, the Manners of the Mom. 
Something we thought ^ is blotted ; we re/olv*dy 
Is (haken ; we renounc'd^ returns again. 
Each Salutation vsiiy Hide in a Sin 
IJnthought before, or fix a former Flaw. 
Nor is it ftrange : Lights Motion ^ Concourfe^ Noife^ 
All, fcatter us abroad ; Thought outward-bound 
Negle^ul of our Home-afFairs, flies ofF 
In Fume and Diffipation, quits her Charge, 
And leaves the Breall unguarded to the Foe. 

Pre/ent Example gets within our Guard, 
And a6b with double Force, by few repell'd. 
•Ambition fires Ambition ; Lo've of Gain 
Strikes, like a Peftilence, from Bread to Breaflj 
■^/V, Pride^ Ferjidy^ blue Vapours breathe ; 
■And Inhumanity is caught from Man ; 
From fmiling Man. A flight, a fingle Glance, 
And fhot at random, often has brought home 
A fudden Fever, to the throbbing Heart, 
O^En<vy, Rancour, or impure Dejire, 
Wc fee, we hear, with Peril ; Safety dwells 
demote from Multitude; the World's a School' 
Of ^rairg-, and what Proficients fwarm around I 
We.m^fl or imitate, or difapprove ; 
^«ft list as their Accomplices, or Foes ; 

iailis our Innocence ; This wounds our Peace. 
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From Nature's Birth, hence, Wifdom has been fmit 
With fweet Recefs, and languifht for the Shade. 

This facred Shade, and Solitude,^ what is, it ? 
?Tis the felt Prcfence of the Deity. 
Few are the Faults we flatter when alone. 
Vice finks in her Allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other Objedls, black by Night. 
By Night an Atheifl half-believes a God. 

Night is fair Virtue*s immemorial Friend ; 
The confcious Moon, through evVy diflajit Age 
Has held a Lamp to Wifdom^ and let fall 
On Contemplation*^ Eye, her purging Ray. 
The fam'd Athenian^ he who woo'd from Heav'a 
Philo/opby the fair, to dwell with Men, 
And form their Manners, not inflame their Pride^^ 
While o'er bis Head, as fearful to moleft 
His laboring Mind, the Stars in Silence flide. 
And feem all gazing on their future Gueft, 
See him foliciting his ardent Suit, 
In private Audience : All the live-long Night, 
Rigid in Thought, and motionlefs, he flands ; 
Nor quits his Theme, or Fofture, till the Sun 
( Rude Drunkard rifing rofy from the Main I ) 
Diflurbs his nobler intelledual Beam, 
And gives him to the Tumult of the World. 
Hail, precious Moments I ftoPn from the black Waflfl 
Of murder'd Time ! Aufpicious Midnight ! Hail I 
The World excluded, ev'ry Paflion hufti'd. 
And opened a calm Intercourfe with Heaven, 
Here the Soul fits in Council ; ponders paft^ 
Predeftines future Adlion ; fees, not feels. 
Tumultuous Life ; and reafons with the Storm ; 
All her Lyes anfwers, and thinks down her Charms. 

What awful Joy ! What mental Liberty ! 
I am not pent in Darknefs ; rather fay 
( If not too bold ) in Darknefs I'm embower'd. ^ 
Delightful Gloom T the cluft'ring Thoughts around \ 



aneous xi(e^ and blofTom in the Shade ; 
^oop by Day, and ficken in the Sun, 
ht borrows Light elfewhere ; from that Firft Firej 
tain of Animation ! whence defccnds 
HA, my celeftial Guefl! who deigns 
tly to vifit me, fo mean ; and no^ 
:iouSy how needful Difcipline to Man, 
pleaiing Dalliance with the Charms o( Nighi 
/andjring Thought recalls, to what excite^ '. 

ther Beat of Heart j Narcissa's Tomb I > , 

is it feeble Nature calls me back, 
breaks my Spirit into Grief again ? 
I Stygian Vapour in my Blood ? 
Id, flow Puddle, creeping thro' my Veins ? 

it thus with all Men ?— Thus, with alU 
t are we ? How unequal ! Now we foar^j 
now we fmk ; to be the fame, tranfcends 
prefent Prowefs. Dearly pays the ^W. 
odging ill ; too dearly rents her Clay* ^ 

my a baffled Counfellor ! but adds 
Blufli of Weaknefs, to the Bane of Woe.' 
nobleft Spirit fighting her hard Fate, 
is damp, duiky Region, charged with Storms^ 
eebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
lying, fliort her Flight, and fure her Fall, 
iitmo 11 Strength, when down, to rife again; 
nottoyieU, iho* heaten, all our Praife. 

is vain to feek in Men for more than Man. 
proud in Promife, big in previous Thought, 
*-ufice damps our Triumph. I, who late, 
•ging from the Shadows of the Grave, 
re Grief'detaixi'd me Pris'ner, mounting high 
w wide the Gates of everlafting Day, 
caird Mankind to Glory, fliook off Paw, 
^lity fliook off, in iEther pure, 

ftruck the Stars j nonu feel my Spirits fail i ^ 

' drop me from the Zenith; down I rufli, -jk 

him whom Fable fledg'd with \^axen Wings, ' ' ^^^^ 
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In Sorrow drown'd — but not, in Sorrow, loft. 
How wretched is the Man, who never moum'd f 
I dive for precious Pearl, in Sorroav^s Stream : 
Not fo the thoaghtlefs Man that on/y grieves ; 
Takes all the Torment, and rejects the Gain 
(Ineftimable Gain !) ; and gives Heav'n Leave 
To make him but more Wretched, not more Wife. 

If Wifdom is our LefTon (and what elfe 
Ennobles Man ? what elfe have Angels leamt ?) 
Grief! more Proficients in thy School are made. 
Than Genius^ or proud hearning^ e'er could boaft .^ 
Voracious Learning, often over- fed, 
Digefts not into Senfe her motly Meal. 
This Book'ca/ey with dark Booty almoft burft. 
This Forager dn others Wifdom, leaves 
Her Native Farm, her Reafiny quite untilPd. 
With mixt Manure fhe furfeits the rank Soil, 
Dung'd, but not dreft ; and rich to Beggary. 
A Pomp untam cable of Weed prevails. 
Her Servant'^s Wealth incumber'd Wifdom mourns. 

And what fays Genius F " Let the Dull be Wife?' 
Genius^ too hard for Right, can prove it Wrong ; 
And loves to boaft, where blufti Men lefs infpir'd. 
It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Senfe ; 
Confiders Reafon as a Leveller ; 
And fcorns tp fhare a Blefling with the Croud. 
That Wife it could be, thinks an ample Claim 
To Glory, and to Pleafure gives the reft. 
Crassus but flceps, Ardelio is undone. ' 
fVifdom\t£s ftiudders at a Fool, than Wit. 

But Wifdom fmiles, when humbled Mortals weep. 
When Sorroiv wounds the Breaft, as Ploughs the Glebe, 
And Hearts obdurate feel her foft'ning Showen 
Her Seed Celeftial, then, glad Wijdom fows ; 
Her golden Harveft triumphs in the Soil. 
If fo, Narcissa ! welcome my Rehpfe i 
I*JI raife a Tax on my Calamity, 
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p rich Compenfation from my Pain. 
e the plenteous Intellectual Field ; 
her evVy Thought of fov'rcign Powct 
e the moral Maladies of Man ; 
; which may bear tranfplanting to the Skies^ 
sitives of thh coarfe penuripus Soil ; 
oily wither t^gre, where Seraphs fingt 
exalt^y not annull'd in Heaven, 
the Sun that gives them Birth, the famt 
r Clime, tho* more illuftrious Thn-e. 
hoicely cuU'd, and elegantly rang'd, 
rm a Garland for NarciJ/2i's Tomb ; 
sradveiiture, of no fading Flowers. 

On what Themes (hall puzzled Choice defccnd ? 
mportance of Contemplating the Tomb ; 
Men decline it ; Suiddt\ foul Birth ; 
various Kinds of Grief i the Faults of Age ; 
Deaths dread Ckaraher — invite my Song.*' 

, firft, th' Importance of our End furvey'd. 

I counfel quick Difmiffion of our Grief: 

en Kindnefs ! our Hearts heal toofoon. 

Hy more kind than He^ who flruck the Blow ? 

id it do his Errand in our Hearts, 

milh Peace, till nobler Guefs arrive, 

ring it back, a true, and endlefs Peace ? 

[ties are Friends : As glaring Day 

;fe unnumbered Luilres robs our Sight ; 

ity puts out unnumbered Thoughts 

port high, and Light divine, to Man. 

: Man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy Scenes^ 

s apt to thrufl between Us and Ouriclves !) 

by Choice to take his fav'rite Walk, 

h Death's gloomy, filent, Cyprefs Shades, 

rc'd by Vanity's fantaftic Ray; 

id his Monuments, to weigh his Dull, 

lis Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs f 

Nzo f read with me Narcissa's Stone i 
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(Narcissa was thy Fav'rite) let us read 

Her moral Stone; few Dodlors preach fo well ; 

Few Orators fo tenderly can touch 

The feeling" Heart. What Pathos in the Date f 

Apt Words can ftrike, and yet in them we fee 

Faint Images of what we, here, enjoy. 

What Caufe have ov^ to build on Length of Life ? 

^€mptations feizc, when Fear is laid afleep ; 

And 111 foreboded is our ftrongefl Guard. 

See from her Tomb, as from ah humble Shrine, 
^ruthy radiant Goddefs ! fallies on my Soul, 
And puts Delufionh dufky Train to Flight ; 
Difpels the Mills our fultry PaJJions taife. 
From Objeds low, terreftrial, and obfcene ; 
And (hews the Real Eftimate of Things ; 
Which no Man, unafHided, ever faw ; 
Pulls off the Veil from Virtue* s riling Charms ; 
Dete£b Temptation in a thioufand Lyes. 
Truth tids me look on Men, as Autumn teaves. 
And all they bleed for, as the Summer's Duft, 
Driv'n by the Whirlwind ; lighted by her Beams, 
I widen my Horizon, gain new Powers, 
See 'jThings invifible, feel Things remote. 
Am prefeht with Futurities 5 think nought 
To Man fo foreign, as the Joys pofleil ; 
Nought fo muclx his, as thofe beyond the Grave. 

No Folly keeps its Colour in her Sight 
Pale nvorUfy Wifdom lofes all her Charms ; 
In pompous Promife from her Schemes profound. 
If future Fate Ihe plans, 'tis all in Leaves, 
Like Sihyl^ unfubftantial, fleeting Blifs ! 
At the firft Blaft it.vanifhes in Air. 
Notfo, Cele/ial : /Would^ thou know, Lorenzo 
How differ nvtfrlJfy Wifdom, and Di'vine ? 
Juit as the waning, and the waxing Moon. 
More empty ^worldly Wifdom tv^ry Day ; 
And cv'*xy Day more fair her Ri^val (hines. 
When Later^ there's kfs Timd to play the Pool. -\ 
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Soon our whole Term for Wifdom is expired 
(Thou know'ft flie calls no Council in the Grave) ; 
And evcrlafting Fool is writ in Fire, 
Or real Wifdom wafts us to the Skies. 

As worldly Schemes referable ^ibyV^ Leaves, 
The good Man's Days to SOyPs Books compare, 
(In antient Story read, thou know'ft the Tale) 
In Price Hill rifing, as in Number lefs, 
Ineftimable quite his Final Hour, 
"^jr That who Thrones can offer, offer Thrones ; 

ifolvent Worlds the Purchafe cannot pay. 
*• Oh let me die his Death !" all Nature cries. 
** Then live his Life" — All Nature falters there. 
Oar great Phyfician daily to confult. 
To commune with the Grave, our only Cure. 

What Grave prefcribes the bell ? — A Friend's ; and yet, 
2'rom a Friend's Grave, how foon we difengage ? 
£v'n to the deareft, as his Marble, cold. 
"Why arc Friends ravilht from us ? 'Tis to bind, 
Uy foft Affedion's Tyes, on human Hearts, 
The' Thought of Death, which Rea/on, too fapine. 
Or njifemployed, fo rarely faftens TJ!?ere. 
HJor Reafon, nor Affedlion, no, nor both 
Combin'd, can break the Witchcrafts of the World. 
Behold th' inexorable Hour at hand f 
Behold th' inexorable Hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief Jim of Life, 
Tho' well to ponder it, is Life's chief End, 

Is Death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote. 
That alhimportant, and that only fure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected Gueft ? 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudeft Calls 
Of blind Imprudence^ unexpected ftill ? 
Tho' num'rous Meffengers are fent before 
To warn hi* great Arrival. What the Caufe, 
The wortd'roius Caufe, of this Myfterious 111 ? 
Hc^v'n looks down aftonifh'd at the Sight. 
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Is it that Life has fown her Joys fo thick, 
Wc can't thruft in a fingle Care between ? 
Is it, that Life has fuch a Swarm of Cares, 
The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng? 
Is it, that fime fleals on with downy Feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden Dream ? 
To-day is fo like Yejlerday^ it cheats ; 
We take the lying Sifter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a Brook ; 
For ever changing, unpercelv'd the Change. 
In the fame Brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the fame Life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the Brook the fame ; the fame we think 
Our Life, tho' ftill more rapid in its Flow; 
Nor mark the Muih irrevocably lapsed. 
And mingled with the Sea. Or fhall wc fay 
(Retaining ftill the Brook to bear us on) 
That Life is like a VefTel on the Stream ? 
In Life embark'd, we fmoothly down the Tide 
Of Time defcend, but not on Time intent ; 
Amus'd, unconfcious of the gliding Wave ; 
Till on a fudden we perceive a Shock ; 
We ftart, awake, look out ; what fee we jhere ? 
Our brittle Bark is burft on Charon"^ Shore. 

Is this the Caufe Death flics all human Thought ? 
Or is it, Judgment by the Ji^ill ftruck blind. 
That domineering Miftrefs of the Soul ! 
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilah the fair ? 
Or is it Fear turns ftartled Reafon back. 
From looking down a Precipice fo fteep ? 
*Tis dreadful ; and the Dread is wifely placed, 
^y Nature confcious of the Makes of Man. 
A dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kind, ■ 
A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life. 
By that unaw'd, in Life's moft fmiliog Hour^ 
The Good Man would repine ; wouldy^rr Joys, 
And burn impatient for his promised Skies. 
The Bad on each pundillous Pique of Pride, \. 
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L of Humour, would give Rage the Rein^ 
r the Barrier, ruih into the Dark, 
the Schemes of Providence below. 

* 
jroan was that, Lorenzo ?— -Furiei ! rife ; . 
rn, in your lefs execrable Yell, 
*8 Shame. There took her gloomy Flighty 
impetuous, a Black fullen Soul, 
>m Hdl, with horrid Luft of Death, 
ad, the Brave, the Gallant Altamont^ 
fo thought — And then he fled the Field, 
the Fear of Death, than Fear of Life. 
', infamous for Suicide f 
, in thy Manners ! far disjoined 
whole World of Rationah befide ! 
It Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 
dire Stain, nor fhock the Continent. 

)u be fhock'd, while I deted the Caufs 
tjffaidt^ expofe the Monger's Birth, 
M&rrence hifs it round the World. 
t thy Olime, nor chide the difiant Sun ; 
is innocent, thy Glime abfolv*d : 
Climes kind Nature never made. 
e I iing, in Eden might prevail, 
es. It is thy Folly, not thy Fate* 

>ul of Man (Let Man in Homage bow# 

les his Soul), a Native of the Skies ! 

n, and free, her Freedom fhould maintain, 

immortgag'd for Earths little Bribes. 

ious Stranger, in this foreign Land, 

jigers, jealous of her Dignity, 

of Home, and ardent to return, 

' fufpicious, Eartb^a inchanted Cup 

1 Referve light-touching, ihould indulge, 

'taUty, her godlike TaSe ; 

c large Draughts ; make her chief Banquet then. 

P .. But 
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But fome reject tkis Suflenance divine ; 
To beggarly vile Appetites defend ; 
Afk Alms of Earth, for Guefls that came from Heavtn 
Sink into Slaves ; and- fell, for frefent Hire, 
Their rich Reverfion, and (what (hares its Fate) 
Their native Freedom^ to the Prince who fways 
This nether World. And when his Payments fail. 
When his foul Baiket gorges them no more ; 
Or their pallVl Palates loath the Baflcet full» 
Are inftantly, with wild demoniac Rage, 
For breaking all the Chains of Providence, 
And burfting their Confinement ; tho* fad barrM 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded ftrong 
With Horrors doubled to defend the Pafs, 
The blacked, Nature, or dire Guilt, can raife ; 
And moated round, ^th fathomlefs Defiru^ion^ 
Sure to receive and wkelm them in their Fall. 

Such, Britons ! is the Caufe, to you unknown. 
Or worie, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by Magiilrates, 
Thus, Criminals themfelves. I grant the Deed 
Is Madnefs ; but the Madnefs of the Heart. 
And what is that ?. Our utmoft Bound of Guilt. 
A fenfual, unreHedling Life is big 
With monftrous Births, and Suicide^ to crown 
The black infernal Brood. The Bold to break 
Heav'n's Law fupreme, and defperately rufh 
Thro' facred Nature'*s Murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they nev^r tJbink of Death, they die. 
'Tis equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 
At once to fhun, and meditate, his End. 
When hy the Bed of Lapguilhment we fit, 
(The Seat of Wifdom ! if our Choice, not Fate) 
Or, o'er our dying Friends, in Anguifh hang. 
Wipe the cold Dew, or flay the finking Head« 
Number their Moments, and, in ev'ry Clock, 
Start at the Voice of an Eternity; 
See the dim Lamp of Life juft feebly lift 
An agonizing Beam^ at us to^az^ 
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Then fink again, and quiver into Death, 

That moft pathetic Herald of our own ; 

How re^d we (ttch fad Scenes ? As fent to Mas 

In pcrfcft Vengeance ? No j in Pity fent, 

To melt him down, like Wax, and then impreft^ 

Indelible, Death'* s Image on his Heart ; 

Bleeding for others, treinbling for himfelf. 

We bleed, we tremble ; we forget, we finile. 

The Mind turns Fool, before the Cheek is dry; 

Car quick-returning Foify cancels all ; 

As the Tide rufhing rafes what is writ 

In yielding Sands, and (mooths the lettered Shore* 

Lorenzo f haft thou ever weighed a 5/j^i& ^ 
Or ftudy'd the Philofophy of Tears ? 
(A Science, yet, unle£tur*d in our Schools f ) 
Haft thou defcended deep into the Breaft, 
And feen their Source ? If not^g^fcend with me; 
Aj^ dtce thefe briny Rivlets to9eir Springs. 

Our Fun'ral Tears, from different Caufes, rife. 
As if from feparate Cifterns in the Soul, 
Of ^various Kinds^ they flow. From tender HeartSj 
% foft Contagion call'd^ fome burll at once. 
And ilream obfequious to the leading Eye. 
^mt ^fk more Time, by curious Art diftiird* 
^me Hearts in fecret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the Magic of the Public Eye, 
Like Moses' fmitten Rock, gufh out amain. . 
^ome weep to (hare the Fame of the Deceased, 
So high in Merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on Praifes, which they think they ftiare ; 
And thus, without a Blufh, commend Thcmfelves. 
^me mourn in Proof, that fomethine they could love. 
They weep not to relieve their Grief, but ^^w, 
^me weep in perfedl Juftice to the Dead, 
As confcious sUl their Love. is in Arrear. 
^me mifchievouily weep, not unapprised, 
Tears^ fometimes, aid the Conqucft of an Ey«, 
With what Addreis the foft Ephefians draw 
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Their Sable Net- work o'er entangled Hearts ? 
As fccn thro' Cryftal, how their Rofes glow. 
While liguid Pearl runs trickling down their Cheek ? 
Of hers not prouder Egypt'^s wanton Queen, 
Caroufing Gems, herfelf difTolv'd in Love. 
Some weep at Death y abftraded from the Dead^ 
And celebrate, like Charles their own Deceafe. 
By kind Con(lru6lion fome are deem'd to weep^ 
Becaufe a decent Veil conceals their Joy. 

Some weep in Earned j and yet weep in Vainj 
As deep in Indifcretion, as in Woe. 
PaJJIofty blind PafTion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that defcrve more Tears 5 while Reafon fleeps^ 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcern 'd 5 
Nor comprehends the Meaning of the Stormy 
Knows not it fpeaks to thj^ apd her alone^ 
Irrationals all Sorrow ai^Kneath, 
That noble Gift ! that Pnvilege of Man f 
From Scrrofwh Pang, the £irth of endlefs Joy. 
But Thefe are barren of that Birth divine : 
They weep impetuous, as the Summer- Storm, 
And full as (hort ! The cruel Grief foon tam'd^ 
They make a Faftime of the flinelefs Talc j 
Far as the deep-refoupding Knell, they fpread 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 
J>Jo Grain of Wijdom pay* .them far their Woe, 

Half round the Globe^ the Tears pumpt up by Dea. 

Are fpent in wat'ring Vanities of Life ; 

In making folly flourifli flill /nore fair. 

When the fick Soul, her wonted Stay withdrawn. 

Reclines on Earth, and forrows in the Dufl ; 

Inilead of l^sirning, there^ her true Support, 

Tho' there tlirown down her true Support to leam^ 
A^ithout Heav'n's Aid, impatient to be bleft, 
he crawls to the next Shrub, or Bramble vile, 
'ho' from the (lately Cedar's Arms fhc fell, 
^^ith flale, forefworn Embraces, clings anew, 

J^M StrsLngcT weds, aadblgRoms, ^%\>t^wt^ 
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fn all the fruitlefs Fopperies of Life : 
Prefetits her Weed, well-fanfied, at the Ball, 
And raEes for the Death's- Head on the Ripg* 

So wept AuRELiA, till the deflin'd' Youth 
Stept ill, with his Receipt for making Smiles, 
And blanching Sables into bridal fiioom. 
Se wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa^'s Fate; 
Who gave that Angel Boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphaned in his Birth ! 
Not fuch, Narcissa, my Dillrefs for Thee. 
lUl make an Altar of thy facred Tomb 
To facrifice to Wifdora. — What waft Thou ? 
*• Thung, Gay^ and Fortunate ! *V Each yields a Theme; 
111 dwell on each, to fhun Thought more fevere ; 
(Heav*n knows I labour with (everer ftill f) 
V\\ dwell on each, and quite e^Buft thy Death. 
A Sour without Reflediion, likfPpile 
Without Inhabitant^ to Ruin runs. 

And, Firft, thy Touth. What fays it to Grey Hairs ? 
Narcissa, Fm become thy Pupil no<w — 
Early, Bright, Tranfieiit, Chafte, as Morning Dew, 
She fparkled, was exhaled, and went to Heaven. 
Time on this Head has f):iowM ; yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another^ Grave. 
Covcr'd with Shame I fpeak it. Age fevere 
Old worn-out Vice fets down for Virtue fair. 
With gracelefs Gravity, chaftiiing Youth, 
That Youth chaftis'd furpafling in a Fault, 
Father of all, Forgetfulnefs of Death : 
As if, like Objedls prefting on the Sight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be feen : 
Or, that Life's Loan Time ripen'd into Right ; 
And Men might plead Prefcription from the Grave f 
Deathlefs, from Repetition of Reprieve. 
Deathlefs i^ far from it \ fuch are dead already ; 
Their Hearts are bury'd, and the World their Grave. 
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Tell xae, fome God f xny Guardian Angel I tell. 
What thas infatuates ? what Inchantinent plants 
The Phantom of an Age ^twixt us, and Death 
Already at the Door ? He knocks, we hear him, 
>Vnd yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
Our untouched Hearts ? What Miracle tarns off 
The pointed Thought, which from a thoufand Quiveri 
Is daily darted, and is daily ihunn'd ? 
We ftand, as in a Battle, Throngs on Throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft 6urfelves ; ' 
Tho' bleeding with our Wounds, immortal ftill f ' 
We fee Time's Farrows on another's Brow, 
And Death intrench'd, preparing bis Ali'ault^ 
HowTew thcmfelves, in that jiift Mirror, lie'! 
Or, feeing draw thejfl|nference as ilrofig ! 
nere Death is certaii|Boubtful Here : HemuJ!, 
And Joan ; We may, witnin an Age^ expire. 
Though grey our Heads, our Thoughts and Aims ^e green j 
Like damag'd Clocks, whofe Hand and Bell difient; 
'Tolly fings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 

Abfurd Longe^jity ! More, More, it cries : 
More Life, more Wealth, more Trafli of cv'ry Kini 
And wherefore mad for more, when Relifh falls I 
Object and Appetite y mull club for Joy i 
Shall Folly labour hard to mend the Bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that fbike us from fwitbout. 
While Nature is relaxing ev'ry String ? 
Alk Thought for Joy ; grow rich and hoard nvithin. 
Think you the Soul, when this Life's Ratdes ceafe, 
Has nothing of more Manly to fucceed ? 
Contraft the Tafte immortal ; learn ev'n Now 
To relifh what alone fubfifts hereafter. 
Di'vine, or none, henceforth your Joys for ever. 
Of Age the Glory is, to ivifif to die. 
That Wifti is Praife and Promife ; it applauds 
Paft Life, and promiies our future Blife. *'^<a 

What Weaknefs fee not Children in their Sires ? 
Giand-cliinadterical AbfoMities f 



jiey-hak^i Authority, to Faults of Youth, 
HEow (hocking ? It makes FoUy thrice a Fool ^ 
And our firft Childhood might our laft defpifi:. 
Peace and E^eem is all that Age can hope. 
Mothing but Wifdom gives ^^firft ; the laft^ 
Nothing, but the B^fute of being Wife, 
Folly bars both ; our Age is quite undone. 

What Folly can be ranker f Like our Shadows^ 
Our Wiihes lengthen, as our Sun declines. 
No Wiih ihould loiter, theti^ this Side the Gi!ave, 
Our Hearts ihould leave the World, before the Knelt 
Calls for our Carcafes to mend the Soil. 
Enough to live in Tempeft, die in Port ; 
Jige (hould ^y Concourfe, cover in Retreat 
Defeds Oil Judgment \ and the WilH fubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful (m the filent, fctonn Shore 
Of that val Ocean it mttft fail foToon ; 
And put Good-mjorh on Board ; and wait the Wind 
That fhortly blows us into Worlds unknown ; 
If iuicon£der*d too, a dregful Scene I 

All ihould be Prophets to themfelves ; forefee 
Their future Fate ; their future Fate foretafte ; 
This Art would wafte the Bitternefs <^ Death. 
The Thought of Death alone, the Fear defboys* 
A Difaffedion to that precious Thought 
Is more than Midnight Darknefs on the Soul, 
Which fleeps beneath it, on a Precipice^ 
PufF'd oS by the firft Blaft, and loft for ever^ 

Doft adc, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preft. 
By Repetition hammerM on thine Ear, 
The Thought of Death ? That Thought is the Machine, 
The grand Machine \ that heaves us from the Duft, 
And rears us into Men. The Thought ply'd Home 
Willfobn reduce the ghaftly Precipice 
O'er hanging Hell, will foften the Defcent, 
gently flope our Paflage to the Grave ; 
warmly to be wiflit ! What Heart of Fleih 
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Would trifle with Tremendoos ? dare Extremes ^ 
Yawn o*er the Fate of Infinite ? What Hand, 
Beyond the blackeft Brand of Cenfure bold, 
(To fpeak a Language too nvell known to Thee) 
Would at a Moment give its aU to Chance, 
And (lamp the Die for an Eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep Pace 
With Deftittf ; and ere her SciiTars cat 
My Thread of Life, to break this tougher Thread 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou my flumb'ring Reafin to fend forth. 
A Thought of Obfervation on the Foe ; 
To fally ; and furvey the rapid March 
Of his ten dioufand Mefiengers to Maii ; 
Who, jEKu-like, behind him turns them all. 
All Accident apart, by Nature fign*d. 
My Warrant is gone out, tho^ dormant yet ; 
Perhaps behind one Moment lurks my Fate. 

Muft I t\itn fomuard only look for Death ? 
Bachvcard I turn mine Eye, and find him there.^ 
Man i$ a Self-fur\ivor ev'ry Year. 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 
Death's a Deftroyer of Quotidian Prey. 
My Touth^ my Noon-tide^ His j my Tefterday ; 
The bold Invader fhares the frefent Hour. 
Each Moment on the Former (huts the Grave. 
While Man is growing, life is in Decreafe ; 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb. 
Our Birth is nothing but our Death begun ; 
As Tapers waHe, that Inftant they take Fire. 

Shall we then fear, left that fhould come to pafsj 
Which comes to pafs each Moment of our Lives ? 
If fear we muft, let that Death turn us pale. 
Which murders Strength and Ardor ; what remains '■ 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his Call.^ 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Decline \ 
T/tou^htlefs of Death, buX>N\v&ti^o>»\^^'^^^'^^ 
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R.ade Vifitant I) knocks hard at your dull Senfe, 
Lnd with its Thunder icarcc obtains your Ear ! 
le Death your Theme, in ev'ry Place and Hour ; 
^or longer want, ye Monumental Sires I 
^ Brother Tomb to tell you you fliall die. 
rhat Death you dread (fo great is Nature's Skill !) 
Cnow, you (hall courty before you fhall enjoy. 

But you are leam'd ; in Volumes, deep you fit ; 
!n Wifdom, (hallow : Pompous Ignorance f 
iVould you be iltU more learned, than the Learn'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
And what that Knowlege^ which impairs your Senfe. 
Dur needful Knowlege, like our needful Food, 
LJnhedg'd, lies open in Life's common Field ; 
And bids all welcome to the Vital Feafl. 
Vou fcorn what lies before you in the Page 
Of Nature^ and Experiencey Moral Truth i 
Of indilpenfable, eternal Fruit 5 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding turn to Godis : 
And dive in Science for dillinguimt Names, 
l)ifli'oneft Fomentation of your Pride ; 
Sinking in Virtue, as you rife in Fame. 
Vour Learning, like the L««tfr Beam, affords 
I'ight, but not Heat ; it leaves you undevout^ 
Rozen at Heart, while Speculation fhmes.. 
Awake, ye curious Indagators ! fond 
Of knowing All, but what avails you known. 
If you would learn Death's Chara3er\ attend. 
All Cafts of Condua, all Degrees of Health, 
All Dies of Fortune, and all Dates of Age,. 
Together fhook in his impartial Urn, 
Come forth at random : Or if Choice is made^ 
rhe Choice is quite farcallic, and infults 
All bold Conjedlure, and fond Hopes of Man.N 
IVhat countlefs Multitudes, not only league y 
^ deeply difappoint us,, by their Deaths f 
rho' great our Sorrow, greaterour Surprize,. 
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Like Other Tyrants, Death ddlights to finite, 
What, ifthictfen, taoft proclaims the Pride of Power, 
And arbitrary Nod. His Joy fuprcme. 
To bid the Wretch furvive the Fortunate ; 
The Feeble wrap th' Athletic in his Shroud ; 
And weeping Fathers build their Cbildrens Tomb : 

Me Thine, Narcissa ! ^What tho' fhort thy Date? 

Virtuty not rolling Suns, the Mihd matures. 

That Life is long, which anfwers Life's great End. 

The Time that bears no Friiit, deferves no Name ; 

The Man of Wifdom is the Man of Years. 

In hoary Youth Methusalbms may die ; 

O how xhifdated on their fiatrring Tombs ! 

NarcTissa's Youth has ledlur'd me thus far. 
And can her Gaiety give Counfel too ? 
That, like the Je^s fam'd Oracle of Gems, 
Sparkles Inilruflion i fuch as throws new Light, 
And opens more the Chara^er of Death ; 
III known to thee, Lorenzo ! ms thy Vaunt : 
•• Give Death his Due, the Wretched, and the OM; 
" Ev'n let him fweep his Rubbifli to the Grave j 
•' Let him not violate kind Nature's Laws, 
'• But own Man born to L/W, as well as i)/>.'* 
Wretched and Old Thou giv'ft Him ; Young and Gaj 
He takes ; and Plunder is a Tyrant's Joy. 
What if I prove, " The fartheft from the Fear^ 
** Are often neareft to the Stroke of Fate?" 

All, more than common, menaces an End. 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life: 
As if bright Embers ftiould emit a Flame, 
Glad Spirits fparkled from Narcissa's Eye," 
And made Youth younger^ and taught life to liveij 
As Nature's Oppoiites wage endlefs War, 
For thtj Offence, as Treafon to the deep 
Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, 
Where Lujif and turbulent Jmbitiony fleep, .^\ 

thatb took fjyift YeJigeaivce. h% he Life detefts, 
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More Life is ftill more odious ; and, reduc*d 

By Conquefty aggrandizes more his Power. 

But wherefore aggran£z*d ? By Heav'n's Decree, 

To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard; 

In awful £xpe£lation of our End. 

Thus runs Death*s dread Commiffion : ** Sti'ike, but /h, 

** As moft alarms the Living by the Dead." 

Hence Stratagem delights him, and Surprize^ 

And cruel Sport with Man's Securities. 

Not fimple Conqueft, Triumph is his Aim ; 

And, where leaft feared, there Conqueft triumphs mofb 

Th's proves my bold AiTertion not too bold. 

What are His Arts to^f^ our Fears afleep ? 
Tiberian Arts his Purpofes wrap up 
In deep Diilimulation's darkeft Night. 
Like Princes unconfefl in foreign Courts, 
Who travel under Cover, Death aiTumes 
The Name and Look of Life, and dwells among us« 
He takes all Shapes that ferve his black Deiigns : 
The* Mafter of a wider Empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman Eagle flew ; 
Like Nero, he's a Fidler, Charioteer, 
Or drives his Phaetotty in Female Guife 5 
Quite unfufpeded, till, the Whed beneath. 
His difarray'd Oblation he devours. 

He moft afFedts the Forms leaft like himfetf^ 
His ilender Self. Hence burly Corpulence 
Is his familiar Wear, and fleek Difguife. 
Behind the rofy Bloom he loves to lurk. 
Or ambufh in a Smile ; or wanton dive 
In Dimples deep ; Love's Eddies, which draw iDi 
Unwary Hearts, and fink them in Defpair. 
Such, on Narcissa's Couch, he loiter'd long, 
Uhknown ; and, when deteded, ilill was feen 
Tp/snrVf ; fuch Peace has Innocence in Death ! 

Moil happy they I whom leaft his Arts deceive.' 
on Death, and one full fix'd on Htanfenj 

F 6 B^<l<QWJ5 
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Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man» 
Long on his Wiks a piqued and jealous Spy, 
I've fcen, or dreamt I faw, the Tyrant iire/s ; 
Lay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles. 
Say, Mufe, for thou remember 'ft, call it back. 
And ihew Lorbnzo the furprifmg Scene; 
If *twas a Dream, his Genius can explain. 

Twas in a Circle of the Gay I flood. 
Death woold have enterM; Nature puiht him back; 
Supported by a Dodor of Renown, 
His Point he gain d. Then artfully difmift 
The Sage ; for Death deiign*d to be conceal^. 
He gave an old vivacious l||fer 
His meagre Afped, and his naked Bones ; 
In Gratitude for plumping up his Prey,. 
A pamperM Spendthrift ; whofe fantaftic Air, 
WcU-fafhion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, 
He took in Change, and underneath the Pride 
Of coftly Linen, tuckM his £lthy Shroud. 
His crooked Bow he flraitenM to a Cane ; 
And hid his deadly Shafts in Myra*s Eye. 

1 

The dreadful Mafquerader, thus equipt, I 

Out-fallies on Adventures. Afk you where ? ! 

Where is he not ? For his peculiar Haunts, ' 

Let this (uffice ; fure as Night follows Day, 
Death treads in Plea/ure^s Footlleps round the WorI<J, 
When Tleafure treads the Paths, which Reafon Ihuns. 
When, againft Reafon^ Riot (huts the Door, 
And Gaie^f fupplies the Place of Sen/e, 
Then, foremoft at the Banquet, and the Ball, 
Dea^h leads the Dance, or flamps the deadly Die ; 
Nor ever fails th^ muinight Bowl to crown. 
Gayly caroufmg to his gay Compeers, 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him. 
As abfent far : And when the Revel burns. 
When Fear is banifht, and triumphant Thought, ^ 

Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, .1 

i4gain/l him tarns ^ ISje^ \ mA >K^ J 
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^ith their Progenitors — He drops his Mafk ; 
rowns out at full ; thejrflart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden Terror and Surprize, 
rom his black Mafque of Nitre, touch'd by Fire> 
[e burfis, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
Lnd is not this triumphant Treachery, ^ 

^nd more than fimflt Confueft, in the Fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, dofl thou wrap thy Soul 
n (oft Security, becaufe unknown 
Vhich Moment is commiilion'd to defiroy ? 
n Death^s Uncertainty thy Danger lies, 
is Deaih uncertain ? Thg|pfore Thou be iixt ; 
i^ixt as a Centinel, all Eye, all Ear, 
^11 Expedation of tbe coming Foe. 
Roufe, iland in Arms, nor lean againfl thy Spear ; 
Left Slumber ileal one Moment o'er thy Soul, 
And Fate furprife thee nodding. Watch, be ftrong ; 
Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renown, 
Of dymg well ; tho' doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let Life's PerioJ hidden {as from moft) 
Hide too from Thee the precious U/e of Life. 

Early, not fudden, was Narcissa's Fate. 
Soon, not furpriiing. Death his Vifit paid. 
Her Thought went forth to. meet him on his Way, 
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 
Tho' Fortune too (our third and final Theme), 
As an Accomplice, play'd her gaudy Plumes, 
And ev'ry glittering Gewgaw, on her Sight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its Mark. 
J^eatb's dreadful Advent is -the Mark of Man > 
And ev'ry Thought that mifTes it, is blind. 
fortune, with Youth and Gaiety^ confpir'd 
To weave a trlf/e Wreath of Happinefs, 
(If Happinefs on Earth) to crown her Brow. 
An4 could Death charge thro' fuch a fhining Shield ? 

k ' 'Wax 
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That (hining Shield invites the Tyrant's Spear. 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
And flrongly preach Humility to Man. 
O how portentous is Profperity I 
How, Comec-Hke, it threatens, while it ihines ! 
Few Years but yield us Proof of Det^b^s Ambitkn 
To cull his Victims from the faireft Fold, 
And (heath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life. 
Wheit flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent Honours, bloomM with ev'ry Blife, 
Set up in Oftentation, made the Gaze, 
The gaudy Centre, of the public Eye, 
When Fotfune thus has tofs'dUfbr Child in Air^ 
Snatcht from the Covert of an humUe^ State, 
How often have I feen him dropt at once. 
Our Morning's Envy ! and our Evening's Sigh ! 
As if her Bounties were the Signal given. 
The flow'ry Wreath to mark the Sacrifice, 
And call Death's Arrows on the deftin'd Prey. 

High-Fortune feems in cruel League with FaU. 
A(k you for what ? To give his War on Man 
The deeper Dread, and more illuftrious Spoil ; 
Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 
And bums Lorenzo ilill for the Sublime 
Of Lifc^ to hang his airy Neft on high. 
On the flight Timber of the topmoft Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall ? 
Granting grim Death at equal Diflance there ; 
Yet Peace begins juft where Jmbition ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happinefs denfdl 
Lorenzo! no: "Tis Happinefs ^/^tf;V</. 
^he comes too meanly drefs'd to win oar Smile | 
And calls herfelf Content ^ a homely Name ! 
Our Flame is Tranfporty and Content our Scprn» 
Ambition turns, and fliuts the Door againfl her> 
And weds a Toil, a Tempefty in her Head ; 
A T(mpeft to warm Trc^trffort near of kin. 
ITnknowiag what our mQiX;9l^\»X% ^k^mx^^ 
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Life's modeft joys We miti, ivhile/wetaifc; 
And all our Ecfbfies ate 'Wounds to Peace. 
Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 

And fiiite thy Peace is d^ar, ambitious Youth f 
Of Fortune ftiild ! 'as thoughtlcfs of thy- Fate ! 
As late I drfew Diath\ Pifture, to ftir up 
Thy wholfome F^ars ; n6w, drawn in Contraft, fee 
Gay Fortuneh, thy vain Hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in Air, the fportive Goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks' her Calket, to6ads her glitt'ring Ware, 
And c^ls the giddy Winds t6 pulf abroadi 
Her random Bounties o'er the gaping Throng. 
All rudj rapacious ; Friends o'er trodden Friends ; 
Sons o'er their Fathers, Subje6ls o'er their Kings, 
Priefts o'er their Gods, and Lovers o'er the Fair^ 
(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden Show'r. 

Gold glitters moft, where Virtue ihincs no more s 
As Stars from abfent Suns have Leave to fhine. 
O what a precious Pack of Votaries 
Unkennell'd from the Prifons, and the Stews, 
Pour in, all op'ning in their Idol's Praife ! 
All, ardent, eye each Wafture of her Hand, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious Jaws, 
Morfel on Morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Untalled, through mad Appetite for more ; 
Gorg'd to the Throat, yet lean and rav'nous flill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleil Game, 
And bold to feize the Greateft. If ( blefl Chance f )' 
Court-Zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly, 
0*er Juft, o'er Sacred, all forbidden Ground, 
Drunk with the burning Scent of Place or Pow'r, 
Staunch to the Foot of Lucre, till they die. 

Or,* if for Men you take them, as I mark 
Their Manners, Thou their various Fates furvey. 
With Aim mif-meafur'd, and impetuous Speed, 
^tme darting, ilrike their ardent Wilh far off. 
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Thnmg^ F1117 to poficfs it : Stmi fuccced. 

Bat ftamblc, lad let fall die taken Prize. 

Fram yitav, by {ndden BLifis, *ds whirlM away. 

And lodgM in-Bofoms that ne*cr dreamt of Gain. 

To /tmg it fficks (b dofe, diat, wlien tocn off, 

Tom is the Man, and mortal is the Woand. 

Smk, o*er-enamoor*d of thdr Bags, mn maul. 

Groan under Gold, yet weep for want of Bread. 

Together /ume ( unhappy Rivals ! ) feize. 

And lend Abondance into Poverty ; 

Load croaks the Raven of the Law, andfmilesr 

Smiles too the Goddeis ; but (miles moft at thofe, 

( Jail Vidtms of exorbitant Defire ! ) 

Who^periih at their ovi»n Reqaefl, and, whelmed 

Beneath her Load of lavtfh Grants, expire. 

Fortune is famous for her Nambcrs (lain. 

The Number fmall, which Happinefs can bear. 

The' 'various for a while their Fates ; at laft 

Om Cucfe involves them All : At Death^s Approach, 

All read their Riches backward into Lofs,. 

And mourn, in jud Proportion to their Store.. 

And Deatb^B Approach ( if orthodax my Song ) 
Is haflen^d by the Lure of Fortuned Smiles. 
And art thoa ftill a Glutton of bright Gold ? 
And art thoa ftill rapacious of thy Ruin ? 
Death loves a fhining Mark, a iignal Blow ;. 
A Blow, which, while it executes,, alarms ; 
And flartles Thoufands, with a (ingle Fall , 
As when fome (lately Growth of Oak, or Pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her Shade,^ 
Tlie Sun's Defiance ; and the Flock's Defence ; 
By the ftrong Strokes of laboring Hinds fubdu'd, 
Loud groans her la(t, and, ruihing from her Height 
In cumb'rous Ruin, thunders to the Ground : 
The confcious Foreft trembles at the Shock, 
And Hill, and Stream, and diftant Dale, refound. 
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Ihefe high- alined Darts of Death y and thefc alo&f^ 
Sbould I colk£l, my Quiver would be full. 
A Quiver, which, fufpendcd in mid Air, 
near Heav Vs Archer, in the Zodiac, hung, 
) could it be ) ihould draw the public Eye,. 
TJie Gaze and Contemplation of Mankind \ 
A ConfielbtioD awful, yet benign. 
To guide the Gay thro' Life's tempeftuous Wave ; 
Nor fuffer them to firike the common Rock, 
" From greater Danger to grow more fecure, 
" And, wrapt in Happinefs, forget their Fate.' 

LvsANDER, happy pad the common Lot» 

Was wam'd a Danger, but too gay to fear. 

Hewoo'd the fair As fas i a : She was kind : 

In Youth, Form, Fortune, Fame, they both were Ueft> 

All who knew, envy'd ; yet in Envy lov'd : 

Oin Fancy form more finifht Happinefs? 

Fixe was'the Nuptial Hour. Her lately Dome 

Rofe on the founding Beach. The glittVing Spires 

Float in the Wave, and break againS the Shore : 

So break thofe glittering Shadows, Human Joys. 

The faithlefs Morning (mird : He takes his Leave, 

To re-embrace in Ecftafies, at Eve. 

The rifing Storm forbids. The News arrives : 

Untold, Sie faw it in her Servant's Eye. 

She felt it feen ( her Heart was apt to feel ) ; 

And, drownM, without the furious Ocean's Aid^ 

In fufFocating Sorrows, fhares his Tomb. 

Now, round the fumptuous. Bridal Monument, 

The guilty Billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough Sailor pafCng drops a Tear. 

A Tear ? — Can Tears fuffice ?-^But not for me. 

How vain our Efforts I And our Arts, how vain ! 

The diftant Train of Thought I took, to fhun. 

Has thrown me on my Fate— 7*/^^ died together; 

Happy in Ruin I undivorc'd by Death ! 
.Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is Peace— 
Hikci^A \ Pity bleeds at Thought of Thee. 
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y« Thott waft only-near me ; not etj/ilf. 
Survive myfelf ? Tiat cures alt other Woe. 
Nakcissa lives f PKiLASDEnis forgot. 
O the foft Commerce I O the tender Tyes, 
Clofe ' twified with the Fibres of the Heart ! 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain oS the Soul 
Of Human Joy j and make it Fain to live— • 
Andit itthen tolive? When fuch Friends part, 
'Tis theSarvirordin— — MyHeartI no more. 
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t^E ly Ages have been deeper in Bifpute about 
I ^Reiigiony than this. The Difpute about Re- 
an^ and the PraSlice of it^ feldomgo together. 
Jhorter^ therefore^ the Difpute^ the better. I 
'k it may be reduced to this Jingle ^ejiion^ Is 
n Immortal, or is he not ilfbe is noty all our 
fputes are mere Amufements or Trials of Skills 
this Cafe^ Truth, Reafon, Religion, which 
e our Difcourfes fucb Pampnnd Solemnity ^ are 
will be fhewn) mere efnpty Sounds^ without 
Meaning in them. But if Man is Immortal^ 
'ill behpve him to be veryferious about eternal 
ijequences ; cr, in other fFbrds^ to be truly reli- 
's. And .this great fundamental Truths un^ 
iijb^dy or unawaken^d in the Minds of Men^ 
I conceive^ th^e real Source and Support of all 
Infidelity \ bow remote foewr tke particular 
legions advanced may feem to be from it. 

Senfihle 
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Senfible Appearances affeSl moft Men \ 
more than abftradb Reafonings ; and we dau 
Bodies drop around usy but the Soul is invi 
The Power w^/V/& Inclinadon has over the J\ 
ment, is greater than can he well conceivi 
ihofe that have not had an Experience of it ; 
cf what Numbers is it the fad Inter efi^ that i 
fi)ould notfurvive ! The Heathen World confe 
that they rather hoped, than fir ndy believed 
mortality \ and how many Heathens have we 
eimongft us ! The facred Page affures us^ 
Ufe and Immortality is brought to Light b; 
Cofpel: But by how many is the Gofpel rejei 
or overlooked! From thefe Conftderations^ 
from my beings accidentally ^ privy to the Si 
ments of fome particular Perfonsy I have 
long perfuadedy that moft^ if not ally our InJ 
{whatever Name they takcy and whatever Set 
for Argument's fake^ and to keep themjelve 
Countenance,, th^^ patronize) are fitpported in t 
deplorable Error, by fome "Doubt of their 
XDortality, at the Bottom. And I am, fatis^ 
that Men once thoroughly convinced of their 
mortality, are not far from being Cbrijti 
For it is hard to conceive^ that a Manfully 
fciouSy eternal Pain or Happinefs will cefti 
be his Lot, fhotild not earneftly, and imparts 
inquire after the fur eft Means of efc aping ( 
and fecuring the Other. And of fmch an ea\ 
and impartial Inquiry y I well know the C 
'^uenjfe. 

I 
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Tlere^ therefore^ in Proof of this moftfunda- 
nmtal ^ruth^ fome plain Arguments are offered \ 
Arguments derived from Principles which Infidels 
%£nit in common with Believers \ Arguments ^ 
which appear to me altogether irrejifttble ; and 
fucb as I am fatisfedj will have great Weight 
with all J who giv£ themfelves the fmall Trouble 
iof looking ferioufly into their own Bofoms^ and of 
Utfervingj with any tolerable Degree of Attention^ 
mbat daily pajfesj rmnd about them^ in the 
* ^orld. If fome Arguments fbalU Here, occur^ 
Uch Others have declined^ they are fubmitted, 
itb all Deference^ to better Jud^ents in thisj of 
H PointSj the moft important. For^ as to the 
^ting of a God J that is no longer difputed ; but 
f/ is undifputedj for this Reafon only, viz. Be- 
^fe where the teafi Pretence to Reafon is admit- 
•ed^ it mufi for ever be indifputable. And of 
'onfequence no Man can be betrayed into a Dif 
^kte of that Nature by Vanity ; which has a 
^incipal Share in animating our modern Combat^ 
\nts againjt other Articles of our Belief 
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THE 
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^HE * {fix I know not yether Name w 

Heaven) 
i Not early, like Narciisa, left the Scene i 
[ KarfQddeD.likepHiLANDEB. What Avail? 
J This fecming Mitigation but ioflajaes ; 
This ftofy'd Med'cine heightens the Difeafe. 
rbe Isnger known, the dofer llilt Ihe grew j 
bd gradual Farting is a gradual Death. 
Til 3ie grim Tyrant's Engine, which extort* 
tf tardy Preffure's ftill-increaiing Weight, 
Fnun hardeft Hearta^ Confeffion of DiArcrs. 

die long, dark A^iroach thro' Yeari of Pain; 
Death's Gallery I (might I dare to call it fo) 
^iih Hfrail Boait, and fable Tm-or, hungt 
Bck Hopi't pale Lamp, its only glimm'ring Ray ; 
[We, Fate my melancholy Wallc ordain'd, 
'«rbid&^-itwitfelf to flatter, There. 
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How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad f 

How oft I law her dead, while yet in Smiles I 

In Smiles fhe fuhk J^er Grief, to leiTen mine. ' 

She fpoke me Comfort, and increased my Pain. 

like powerful Armies trenching at a Town, 

By flow, and filent, but refifUefs Sap, 

In his pale Progrefs gently gaining groand, 

Death urg'd his deadly Siege •, in fpite of Art, 

Of all the balmy Bleflings Nature lends 

To fuccour frail Humanity. Ye Stars I 

(Not lio^firft made familiar to my Sight) 

And thou, O'Moon! bearwitnef&j many a Night 

He tore the Pillow from beneath my Head, 

Ty'd down my fore Attention to the Shock, 

By ceafelefs Depredations on a Life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Pofl 

Of Obfervation ! darker ev'ry Hour \ 

Lefs dre^d the Day that drove me to the Blink, 

And pointed. at Eternity below; 

When my Soul (hudder'd at Futurity; 

When, on a Moment's Point, th' important "Dye 

Of Life and Death fpun doubtful, ere it fell. 

And turn'd lip Life « my Title to more Woe. 

But why more Woe ? More Comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifli'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead, but Wretchednefs and Pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall'd, 
Block'd up the Pafs, and barr'd from real Life* 
Where dwells that Wifh mofl ardent of the Wife f 
Too dark the Sun to fee it ; higheft Stars 
Too low to reach it ; Deaths great Death alone. 
O'er Stars and Sun, triumphant, lands us There. 

Nor dreadful our Tranfition ; tho' the Mind, 
An Artift at creating Self-alarms, 
Rich in Expedients for Inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Deaths Portrait true ? The Tyrant ntvQrfat. 
Our SkstQh, all random SxtoVLt^, Coyv^^^\«€ all ; 
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:s the Grave, nor tells one Angle Tale, 
id his Image rifrng in the Brain, 
: Refemblance ; never are alike ; 
es the Pencil, fancy loves Excefs, 
orance is lavifh of her Shades ; 
f the formidable Figure draw. 

mt the Word ; 'tis paft ; new Profpe£U rife 1 
) a Veil eternal o'er her Tomb. 

Views our Contemplation claim, 
at o'eipay the Rigours of our Life ; 
at fufpend our Agonies in Death. 

the Thought of Immortality, 
I the fingle, the triumphant Thought I 
fe might lapfe. Age unperceiv*d come on > 

the Soul unfated with her Theme. 
Y, Proof, Importance, fire my Song. 
y Song could emulate my Soul { 
, Immortal. No ! — the Soul difdaint 
fo mean ; far nobler Hope inflames i 
fs Ages can outweigh an Hour, 
he Laurel, but the Palm, infpire. 

Jature, Immortality? who knows? 

who know3 it not.? It is but \jiit 

;er Thread of brighter Colour fpun^ 

n for evbr ; dipt by cruel Fate 

\n Dye, how black, how brittle here ! 

>rt our Correfpondcnce with the Sun f 

lie it lafis. Inglorious ! Our beil Deeds, 

mting in their Weight I Our higheil Joys 

ordials to fupport us in our Pain, 

e us Strength to fuffer. But how Great 

glelnt'refts, Converfe, Amities, 

I the Sons of Reafon, fcatter'd wide 

h habitable Space, where-ever boin, 

r endowed I To live free Citizens 

rerfal Nature I To lay hold 

c than feeble Faith on the Sufnme / 

H^Vs rich unfathomable Mines 

G 2 (Mines, 
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(Mines, which fupport Archangels in their State) 

Oar own ! To rile in Science, as in Blifs, 

Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies f 

To read Creation ; read its mighty Plan 

In the bare Bofom of the Deity f 

The Plan, and Execution, to collate f 

To fee, before each Glance of piercing Thought, 

All Cloud, all Shadow, blown remote ; and l^ve 

No Myftery- but that of Love Divine, 

Which lifts US on the Seraph*s flaming Wing, 
From £arth*8 Aceldama^ this Field of'EXooS, 
Of inward AnguiOi, and of outward 111, 
From Darknefs, and from Dull, to fucb a Scene ! 
Lovers Element ! true Joy's illufhnous Home ! 
From Earth's fad Contraft (now deplor'd) more fair ! 
What extjuifite Viciffitude of^ Fate ! 
Bleft Abfolution of our blackeft Hour ! 

Lorenzo, thefe are Thoughts that make Man Mao, 
The Wife ilhmiite, aggrandize the Great. 
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred Clod, 
And ev'ry Moment fear to fink beneadi 
The Clod tve tread ; foon trodden by our Sons) 
How Great, in the wild Whirl of Time'i Purfuits 
To flop, and paufe, involv'd in high Prefagc, 
Through the long Vifto of a thoufand Years, 
To ftand contemplating our diflant Selves, 
As in a magnifying Mirror feen. 
Enlarged, Ennobl^, Elevate, Divine! 
To prophefy our own Futurities ! 
To gaze in Thought on what all Thought tranfcends f 
To talk, with Fellow-Candidates, of Joys 
As far beyond Conception, as Defert, 
Ourfekes th' aftonifh'd Talkers, and the Tale ! 

Lorenzo, fwdls thy Bofom at the Thought f 
The Swell becomes thee : 'Tis an honeft Pride. 
Revere ihyfelfj—— and yet thyfelfdefpife. 
His Nature no Man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can undcr-ratc his Meriu Take good. Jiecd, «, 
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Nor there be modeft, where thou (honldft be pood ; 

That almoU univerfal Error (hun. 

Rov/juft our Pride, when we behold fhofi Heights I 

Not tbofe Ambition paints in Air, but thofe 

Reafon points out, and ardent Virtue gains \ 

And Angels emulate ; our Pride how juft ! 

When mount we ? wlxen thefe Shackles caft hi«^hen quit 

This CeU of the Creation ? this fmall Neft, 

Stuck in a Comer of the Univerfe, 

Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-fpun Air ? 

Fine-fpun to Senfe ; but grofs and feculent 

To Souls celefbal ; Souls ordain'd to breathe 

Ambroiial Gales, and drink a purer Sky ; 

Greatly triumphant on 7/Ws farther Shore, 

Where Virtue reigns, enrich d with full Arrears % 

While Pomp imperial begs an Alms of Peace. 

In Empire high, or in proud Science deep, 
Yf^ bom of Eardi f on what can you confer. 
With half the Dignity, with half the Gain, 
The Guft, the Glow of rational Delight, 
As on this Theme, which Angels praife, and fhare ? 
Man*s Fates and Favours are a Theme in Heaven. 

What wretched Repetition cloys us here ! 
What periodic Potions for the Sick ! 
I)iftemperM Bodies f and diflemper*d Minds ! 
In an Eternity, what Scenes ihaU ibike ! 
Adventures thicken ! Novelties furprife I 
What Webs of Wonder (hall unravel, there ! 
What full Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven, 
JiXid light th' Almighty's Footfteps in the Deep 1 
How ihall the blefied I^ay of our Difcharge 
XJnwind, at once, the Labyrinths of Fate, 
And ftraiten its inextricable Maze ! 

If inextingniihable Thirft in Man 
To know ; how rich, how full, our Banquet H$re ! 
Here^ not the Moral World alone unfolds ; 
- The World Material, lately feen in Shades* 
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And, in thofe Shades, by Fragments only feen, 
And fecn thofe Fragments by the lab'' ring Eye, 
Unbroken, now, illuftrious, and intire. 
Its ample Sphere, its univeHal Frame, 
In full Dimenfions, fwells to the Survey ; 
And enters, at one Glance, the ravifht Sight, 
from feme fuperior Point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, 'tis a Point where Gods refide) 
How fhall the flranger Man's illumin'd Eye, 
In the vail Ocean of unbounded Space, 
Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 
Divide the Cryftal Waves of Ether pure. 
In endlefs Voyage, without Port ? The leaft 
Of thefe difieminated Orbs^ how great ? 
Great as they are, what Numbers Thefe furpaft. 
Huge, as Le*uiathan^ to that fmall Race, 
Tkofe twinkling Multitudes of little Life, 
He f wallows unperceiv'd I Stupendous Thefe ! 
Yet what are thefe ftupendous to the Whole f 
As Particles, as Atoms, ill-perceiv'd ; 
As circulating Globules in our Veins ; 
So vaft the Plan : Fecundity Divine ! 
Exuberant Source I perhaps, I wrong thee fiill. 

\i Admiration is a Source of Joy, 
What Tranfport hence ? Yet this the Leaft in Heaven 
What T^his to that illuftrious Robe He wears 
Who toft this Mafs of Wonders from his Hand, 
A Specimen, an Earneft, of his Power ? 
'Tis, to that Glory, whence all Glory flows. 
As the Mead's meaneft FlowVet to the Sun, 
Which gave it Birth. But what, this Sun of Heaven 
This Blifs fupreme of the fupremely Bleft ? 
Death, only Death, the Queftion can refolve. ' 
By Death, cheap-bought th' Ideas of our Joy ; 
The hare Ideas! Solid Happinefs 
So diftant from its Shadow chas'd below. 

And chafe we (lill the Phantom thro' the Fire, 
O'er Jog, and Brake, and Precipice, till Death ? 
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I we ftill for fublanary Pay ? 

e Dangers of the Field, and Flood, 

der-like, fpin out our precious All, 

re than Vitals fpin (if no Regard 

it Futurity) in curious Webs 

le Thought, and exquifite Defign ; 

et^work of the Brain !) to catch a Fly ? 

mentary Buz of vain Reno^yn ! 

e, a mortal Immortality ! 

leaner ftill !) inftead of grafping Air, 
id Lucre plunge we in the Mire ? 
fweat, thro' evVy Shame, for ev'ry Gain, 
contaminating Tralh ; throw up 
pe in H^av*n, our Dignity with Man ? 
fy the Dirt, matur'd to Gold ? ^ 

, A'v^rice ; the two Demons^ thefe 
joad thro' ev'ry Slough our Human Herd, 
ivePd from the Cradle to the Grave. 
V the Wretches iloop ! How fteep they climb I 
emonshxxxn Mankind ; but rnoft pofTefs 
o's Bofom, and turn out the Skies. 

1 T^ime to hide Eternity ? 

f not in an Atom on the Shore, 

r Ocean ? or a Mote, the Sun ? 

id Wealth ! have They this blinding Power ? 

to Them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 

: furprife Thee ? Be thou then furpris'd ; 

ther know'ft : Their Nature learn from me, 

»vell, as foreign as Thefe SubjeSfs feem, 
fe Connexion ties them to my Theme. 
at is True Ambition ? The Purfuit 
r, nothing lefs than Man can fhare. 
y as vain, as gaudy-minded Man, 
;nt with Fumes of Self-applaufe, 
ts and Conquefts Animals might boa ft, 
n their Laurel Crowns, as well as We ; 
^eleJiiaL Here we (land alone ; 
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As in our Form, diftindb, pre-eminent ; 

If prone in Thought, our Stature is our Shame, 

And Man ihould bldh, his Forehead meets the Skies« 

The Fifihie and Pre/ent are for Brutes, 

A ilender Portion I and a narrow Bound f 

Thefe Rea/on, with an Energy divine. 

Overleaps ; and claims the Future and Uft/een ; 

The vaft Unfeen ! the Future fathomlefs I 

When the great Soul buoys up to this high Pomt^ 

Leaving grofs Nature*^ Sediments below. 

Then, and then only, AdanC% Offspring quits 

The Sage and Hero of the Fields and Woods^ 

Aiferts his Rank, and rifes into Man. 

Ibis is Ambition : This is Human Fire. 

Can Tarts or Flace (two bold Pretenders!) make 
LoRBNZo great, and pluck him from the Throng? 

Genius and Art, Ambition's boafted Wings, 
Our Boaft but ill deferve. A feeble Aid I 
Dedalian Engin'ry I If Thefe alone 
Affift our Flight, Fame's Flight is Glory\ Fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high. 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name. 
A celebrated Wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a Genius bright, and bafe. 
Of towVing Talents, and terreftrial Aims ; 
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high Sphere^ 
The glorious Fragment of a Soul immortal. 
With Rubbilh mixt, and glitt'ring in the Duft. 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy Sight, 
At once Compaffion foft, and Enn)yy rife— — 
But wherefore Envy ? Talents Angel-bright, 
If wanting Worth, are fhining Inltruments 
In falfe Ambitioi^'s Hand, to finifh Fauhs 
lUufbrious, and give Infamy Renown. ^ 

Great 111 is an Atchievement of great Pollers. 
Plain Senfe but rarely leads us far allray. , \.| 

Reafon the Means, AffeSlons chufe our End ; ''^^ 




Means have no Merits if oar End axnKs. 

[f wrong our Hearts, our Heads are right in vain ; 

What is a Pelham s Head^ to Pelham*s Heart i 

Hearts are Proprietors of all Applaufe. 

^ight Ends, and Means, make Wifdom : Worldly- wife 

L bat half-witted, at its higheil Praife. 

Let Genius then defpair to make thee great s 
Nor flatter Station : What is Station high ? 
Tis a proud Mendicant ; it boafb, and begs ; 
It begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, 
And oft the Throng denies its Charity. 
Monarchs, and Minifters, are awful Names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our Devoir. 
Religion, public Order, Both exadt 
Externa/ Homage, and a fupple Knee, 
.To Beings pompoufly fet up, to ferve 
The meaneft Slave ; all more is Merit's Due, 
Her facred and inviolable Right ; 
Not ever paid the Monarchy bat the Man, 
Our Hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior Worth i 
Nor ever fail of their Allegiance there, 
fools, indeed, d|rop the Man in their Account^i 
And vote the Mantle into Majelty. 
I^et the fmall Savage boail his Silver Fur i[ 
His royal Robe unborrowed, and unbought. 
His ewn^ defcending fairly from his Sires, 
Shall Man be proud to wear his Livery, 
And Souls in Ermin fcorn a Soul without ? 
Can Place or leffen us, or aggrandize ? 
^gmies are Pygmies Aill, tho' percht onjlps; 
And Pyramids are Pyramids in vales. 
Each Man makes his own Stature, builds himfelf : 
Virtue alone out-builds the Fyramids ; 
He||^onuments fhall laft, when Egypt\ fail. 

Of diefe fure Truths dofi: Thou demand the Cau{e ? 
ll%C»lfe is lodg'd in Immortality 
^ i^Btd aiTent. Thy Bofom burns for Power j, 
m charms thee i I'll inftall thee there ; 
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Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waft fomething lefs than Man. 
Has thy new Poft betray'd thee into Pride ? 
That treachVous Pride betrays thy Dignity ; 
That Pride defames Humanity^ and calls \ 
The Being mean, which Staffs or Strings can raife. 
That Pride, like hooded Hawks, in Darknefs foars, 
Prom Blindnefs bold, and towVing to the Skies. 
'Tis bom of Ignorance, which knows not Man 
An AngePs Second ; nor his Second long. 
A Nero quitting his Imperial Throne, 
And courting Glory from the tinkling String, 
But faintly ihadows an immortal Soul, 
With Empire's Self, to Pride, or Rapture, fir'd. 
If nobler Motives minifler no Cure, 
£v*n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High Worth is elevated Place : 'Tis more ; 
It makes the Poft ftand Candidate for Thee ; 
Makes more thaa Monarchs, makes an honeft Man; 
Tho' no Exchequtr it commands, *tis Wealth ; 
And tho' it wears no Ribbon^ 'tis Renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' difgracM, . 
Nor leave thee pendent on a Mafter's Smile. 
Other Ambition Nature interdifls ; 
Nature proclaims it moft abfurd in Man, 
By pointing at his Origin, and End ; 
Milk, and a Swathe, atfirfi^ his whole Demand ; 
His whole Domain, at laft, a Turf, or Stone; 
To whom, between, a World may feem too fmalL 

Souls truly great dart forward on the Wing 
Of jufi Ambition, to the grand Refult, 
The Curtain's Fall ; there, fee the bulkin'd Chief 
Unihod behind this momentary Scene ; 
Reduc'd to his own Stature, low or high, * 

As Vice, or Virtue, finks him, or fublimes } 
And laugh at this fantaftic Mummery, 
This antic Prelude of grotefque Events, , ,j.. 

Where Dwarfs are oftcii fiiltedj and betray .1^ , 
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Littlenefs of Soul by Worlds o*er-run, 
d Nations laid in Blood. Dread Sacrifice 

I Chriftian Pride ! which had with Horror fhockt 
ic darkefl Pagans, ofFer'd to their Gods. 

3 Thou mofiCbriJian Enemy to Peace f 
jain in Arms ? Again provoking Fate ? 
jat Prince, and That alone, is truly Great, 
ho draws the Sword reluctant, gladly fheaths ; 
Empire builds what Empire far outweighs, 
i makes his Throne a Scaffold to the Skies. 

N\\y this fo rare ? Becaufe forgot of all 
e Day of Death ; that venerable Day, 
lich fits as Judge ; that Day, which fhall pronounce 
all our Days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
RiiNzo, never fhut thy Thought againil it ; 
Levees ne'er fo full, afford it Room, 
i give it Audience in the Cabinet. 
Auat Friend conful ted. Flatteries apart, 

II tell thee fair, if Thou art Great, or Mean. 

fo doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 
18 That AmbiHon ? Then let Flames defiend^ 
Point to the Centre their inverted Spires, 
And learn Humiliation from a Soul, 
^hich boafb her Lineage from celeflial Fire. 
Vet Tbefe are they, the World pronounces wife. 
The World, which cancels Nature's Right and Wrong, 
And calls ne^ Wifdom : Ev'n the grave Man lends 
His folemn Face, to countenance the Coin. 
Wifdom for Parts is Madnefs for the Whole. 
This flamps the Paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the Wifefl weak, the Richell poor. 
The moll Ambitious, Unambitious, Mean ; 
In Triumph, mean ; and abjeft on a Throne. 
NoSiing can make it lefs than mad in Man, 
To put forth all his Ardor, all his Art, 
And give his Soul her full unbounded Flight, 
Bttlr^^fl^ing' /f/;w, who gave her Wings to fly. 
A '|3>^X .G 6 When 
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When blind Ambition quite miftakes her Road, 
And downwards pores, for that which (bines above, 
Subfhuitial Happinefs, and true Renown ; 
Then, like an Idiot gazing on the Brook, 
We leap at Stars, and fallen in the Mud * 
At Glory grafp, and fmk in Infamy. 

Jmbition ! powerful Source of Good and 111 ! 
Thy Strength in Man, like Length of Wing in Bird 
When difengag'd from Earth, with greater Eafe, 
And fwiftcr Flight, tranfports us to the Skies : 
By Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemjrM, 
It turns a Curfe ; it is our Chain, and Scourge, 
In this dark Dungeon, where confined we lie, 
Clofe-grated by the fordid Bars of Sen/e ; 
All Profpedl of Eternity fhut out ; 
And, but for Execution, ne*er fet free. 

With Error in Ambition juftly charg'd, 
' Find we Lorenzo wifer in bis Wealth ? 
What if thy Rental I reform ? and draw 
An Inventory new to fet thee right ? 
Where, thy true Treafure ? Gold fays, " Not in m 
And, " Not in me," the Diamond. Gold is poor; 
Indiah infolyent : Seek it in Thyfelf, 
Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There ; 
In Being fo defcended, formed, endowed ; 
Sky-born, iky-guided. Iky- returning Race f 
Eredl, Immortal, Rational, Divine I 
In Senfes^ which inherit Earth, and Heavens ; 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields j 
I^ar nobler ; gi<ve the Riches they enjoy ; 
Give Tafte to Fruits ; and Harmony to Groves ; 
Their radiant Beams to Gold, and Gold's bright Si 
Take in, at once, the Landfchape of the World, 
At a fmall Inlet, which a Grain might clofe, 
And half create the wondVous World they fee. 
Our SenfeSf and our Reafin, are divine. 
But for the magic Organ^s powrfuLCharm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour*d Chaos ftill. ' 
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OhjeBs are but th* Occafion ; ours th' Exfiott i 

Ours is the Cloth, the Pencil, and the Paint, 

Which Nature's admirable Pidlures draws ; 

And beautifies Creation's ample Dome. 

Like Milton*s E*ve, when gazing on the Lake, 

Man makes the matchlefs Image, Man admires. 

Say then, Shall Man, his Thoughts atl fent abroaj^ 

Superior Wonders in Himfelf forgot. 

His Admiration waile on Objefls round. 

When Heav'n makes Him the Soul of all he fees ? 

Abfurd ! not rare ! fo Great, fo Mean, is Man. 

What Wealth in Sen/es fuch as thefe f What Wealth 
In Fancy y iir'd to form a fairer Scene, 
Than Senfe furveys f In Mem*rf% firm Record, 
Which, fhould it perifh, could this World recall 
From the dark Shadows of o'crwhelming Years \ 
In Colours frefh, originally bright 
Prcferve its Portrait, and report its Fate f 
What Wealth in Jnttjha^ that fov'reign Power ! 
Which Senfe^ and Fancy ^ fummons to the Bar ; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the Mafs thofe Underlings import, 
From their Materials lifted, and refin'd, 
And in Truthi^s Balance accurately weigh*d. 
Forms ^r/, zndSciencCf Go'vernment^ andLaat;^ 
The folid Bafisj and the beauteous Frame, 
The Vitals, and the Grace of Civil Life f 
And Manners (fad Exception !) fet afide. 
Strikes out, with Mafler-hand, a Copy fair 
Of His Idea, whofe indulgent Thought 
Long, long, ere Chaos teem'd, plann'd human Blifs. 

What Wealth in Souls that foar, clivc, range around, 
DifdainiDg Limit, or from Place, or Time j 
And hear at once, in Thought extend? e, hear 
Th* Almighty Fiat^ and the 7rumpet*s Sound t 
Bold, on Creation's Outfide' walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er (hall 'he \ 
Commaudling, with Omnipotence of Thou^vL 
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Creations new in Fancy^s Field to rife f 
Souls, that can grafp whatever th* Almighty made. 
And wander wild, through Things impoifible ! 
What Wealthy in Faculties of cndlefs Growth, 
In quenchlefs Paffiom violent to crave. 
In Liberty to chufe, in PowV to reach. 
And in Duration (how thy Riches rife !) 
Duration to perpetuate boundlefs fiiifs I 

Afk you, what Power reiides in feeble Man 
That Blifs to gain ? Is Virtue* %y then, unknown ? 
Virtue, our prefent Peace, our future Prize. 
Man^s unprecarious, natural Eftate, 
Improveable at Will, in Virtue, lies ; 
Its Tenure fure ; its Income is divine. 

High-built Abundance, Heap on Heap f for what 
To breed new Wants, and beggar us the more ; 
Then, make a richer Scramble for the Throng ? 
Soon as this feeble Pulfe, which leaps fo long 
Almoil by Miracle, is tir*d with PJay, 
Like Rubbifh from difploding Engines thrown. 
Our Magazines of hoarded Trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe ; fly to Foreigners, to Foes ; 
New Maflers court, and call the former Fool 
(How juilly !) for Dependence on their Stay. 
Wide fcatter, firft, our Play-things, then, our Duft 

Doft court Abundance for the fake of Peace ? 
Learn, and lament, thy felf-defeated Scheme : 
Riches enable to be richer flill ; 
And, Richer ftilly what Mortal can reM ? 
Thus Wealth (a cruel Talk-m after ?) injoins 
New Toils, fucceeding Toils, an endlefs Train \ 
And murders Peace, which taught it firft to flune. 
The Poor are half2A wretched, as the Rich j 
Whofe proud and painful Privilege it is. 
At once, to bear a double Load of Woe ; 
To feel the Stings of Fn<vy\ and of Want^ 
Outrageous Want ! both India cannot cure. 



iSfBf)t=Cbattff|)t!3, &c. 135 

A Compettnce is vital to Content. 
Much WoJth is Corpulence, if not Difeafe; 
Sick, or incumbered, is our Happinefs. 
A Competence is all we can enjoy, 
O be content, where Heav'n can give no more f 
More, like a Flalh of Water from a Lock, 
Quickens our Spirit^s Movement for an Hour; 
But foon its Force is fpent, nor rife our Joys 
Above our native Temper's common Stream. 
Hence Difappointment lurks in ev'ry Prize, 
As Bees in Flowr's ; and flings us with Succefs. 

The rich Man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor knows the Wife are privy to the hye. 
Much Learning (hews how little Mortals know ; 
Much Wealth, how little Worldlings can enjoy: 
At beft, it babies us with endlefs Toys, 
And keeps us Children till we drop to Duil, 
As Monkies at a Mirror (land amaz'd. 
They fail to find, what they fo plainly fee ; 
Thus Men, in fhining Riches, fee the Face 
Of Happinefs, nor know it is a Shade ; 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again. 
And wifh, and wonder it is abfent flill. 

How Few can refcue Opulence from Want I 
Who lives to Nature^ rarely can be poor ; 
Who lives to Fancy ^ never can be rich. 
Poor is the Man in Debt ; the Man of Gold, 
In Debt to Fortune^ trembles at her Pow'r. 
The Man of Reafon fmiles at Her and Death. 
O what a Patrimony this I A Being 
Of fuch inherent Strength and Majefty, 
Not Worlds poffefl can raife it j Worlds deflroy' ' 
Can*t injure ; which holds on its glorious Courfi 
When thine, O Nature ! ends ; too bleft to mourj 
Creation's Obfequies. What Treafure, thu I 
The Mwarcb is a Beggar to the Man. 
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Immortal f Ages paft, yet nothing gone f 
Morn without Eve ! A Race without a Goal f 
Unihorten*d hj Progreffion infinite I 
Futurity for ever future 1 Life 
Beginning ftilly where Computation ends ! 
Tis the Defcription of a Deity f 
*Tis the Defcription of the meaneft Slave : 
The meaneil Slave dares then Lorenzo fcorn? 
The meaneft Slave thy foru^eign Glory (hares. 
Proud Youth f faftidious of the /crwer World ! 
Man*s lawful Pride includes Humility ; 
Stoops to the Lowell ; is too great to find 
inferiors ; all Immortal I Brothers all ! 
Proprietors eternal of thy Love. 

Immortal/- What can flrike the Sen/e Co ftrong. 
As this the Soul? It thunders to the Thought ; 
Reafon amazes ; Gratitude overwhelms ; 
No more we flumber on the Brink of Fate ; 
Rous'd at the Sounds th' exulting Soul afcends. 
And breathes her native Air ; an Air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal Fires ; 
Quick- kindles all that is divine within us ; 
Nor leaves one loitVing Thought teneath the Stan* 

Has not Lorenzo's Bofom caught the Flame ? 
Immortal! Was but one Immortal, how 
Would others envy f How would Thrones adore ? 
Becaufe ^tis common, is the Blefiing lofl ? 
How this ties up the bounteous Hand of Heaven I 
O vain, vain, vain \ all elfe : Eternity ! 
A glorious, and a needful Refuge that^ 
From vile Imprifonment in abjeft Views, 
'Tis Immortality, 'tis That alone. 
Amid Life's PainSj Ahafements, Emptinefs^ 
The Soul can comfort, eUwate, zxAJilL 
That only, and That amply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above Life's Pains, her Joys above ; 
Their Terror tbofe \ and thefe their Luftrc lofe ; 
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Mtirnity depending covers all ; 
£temity depending all atchieves ; 
Sets E^th at Di£nce $ calls her into Shades ; 
Blends her Diftindions ; abrogates her Powers ; 
The LoWy the Lofty, Joyous, and Severe, 
Fortane's dread Frowns, and fafcinating Smiles^ 
Make one promifcuous and negleded Heap, 
The Man beneath ; if I may call him Man, 
"Whom Immortality s full Force infpires. 
Kothing terreflrial touches his high Thought ; 
Suns ihine unfeen, and Thunders roll unheard* 
Sy Minds quite confcious of their high Defcent, 
Their prefent Province, and their future Prize ; 
Divinely darting upward ev'ry Wifh, 
Warm on the Wing, in glorious Abftnce loft. 

Doubt you this Truth ? Why labours your Bellcfl 
If Earth's whole Orb by fome duediftanc'd Eye 
Was feen at once, her towVing Alps would (ink. 
And levePd Atlas leave an even Sphere. 
Thus Earth, and all that earthly Minds admire. 
Is fwallow*d in Eternitys vail Round. 
To that ftupendous View, when Souls awake. 
So large of late, fo mountainous to Man, 
^m^*s Toys fubiide ; and equal All below. 

Enthufiaftic, THis ? Then all are weak. 
But rank Enthufiafls : To this godlike Height 
^ome Souls have foar'd ; or Martyrs ne'er had bled. 
AfA all may do, what has by Man been done. 
Who, beaten by thefe fublunary Storms, 
Bonndlefs, interminable Joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam'd? 
What Slave unbleft, who from To-morrow*s Pawn r- 
Expeds an Empire ? He forgets his Chain, 
And, throng'd in Thought, his abfent Sceptre waves. 

And what a Sceptre waits us ! what a Throne f 
Her own immenfe Appointments to compute. 
Or comprehend her high Prerogatives, 

In 
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In this her dark Minority^ how toils, 
How vainly pants, the human Soul divine ? 
Too great the Bounty feems for earthly Joy ; 
What Heart but trembles at To ilrange a Blifs ? 

In fpite of all the Truths the Mafe has fung. 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv'd'l 
Are there, who wrap the World fo clofe about them. 
They fee no farther than the Clouds ; and dance 
On heedlefs Vanity's phantaftic Toe, 
Till, flumbling at a Straw, in their Career, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both Dance and Song? 
Are there, Lorenzo ? Is it poflible ? 
Are there on Earth (let me not call them Men) 
Who lodge a Soul immortal in their Breafts ; 
Unconfcious as the Mountain of its Ore; 
Or Rock, of its ineftiraable Gem ? 
Whien Rocks fhall melt, and Mountains vanifh, 7befe 
Shall know their Treafure j Treafure, then, no more. 

Are there (ftill more amazing !) who refill 
The rifing Thought ? Who fm other, in its Birth^ 
The glorious Truth ? Who ftruggle to be Brutes ? 
Who thro* this Bofom-barrier burfl their Way ? 
And, with reverft Ambition, ftrive to fink ? 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppofing Pow'rs 
Of Inftindl, Reafon, and the World againft them. 
To difmal Hopes, and Ihelter in the Shock 
Of endlefs Night ? Night darker than the Grave's ? 
Who fight the Proofs of Immortality ? 
With horrid Zeal, and execrable Arts, 
Work all their Engines, level their black Fires, 
To blot from Man this Attribute divine, 
(Than vital Blood far dearer to the Wife) 
Blafphemers, and rank Atheifis to Themfelves? 

To contradict them fee all Nature rife ! 
What Objeft, what Event, the Moon beneath. 
But argues, or endears, an After-fcene ? 
To Rea/en^iproves, or weds it to Defire ? 
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All things proclaim it needful ; Tome advance 

One precious Step beyond, and prove it fure, 

hi thouiShd Argoments fwarm round my Pen, 

VxomHea<u*n^ 2Xid Earthy ^Xi^ Man, Indulged few. 

By Nature, as her common Habit, worn ; 

So preiling Providence a Truth to teach, 

Which Truth untaught, all other Truths were vaio. 

Thou! wiofe all-providential Eye furvcys, 
(Vhofe Hand dire£ls, whofe Spirit fills and warms 
L^reation, and holds Empire far beyond I 
Stemity*! Inhabitant augufl ! 
3f two Eternities amazing Lord ! 
3ne paft, ere Man's, or Angel's, had begun ; 
"^id I while I refcue from the Foe's AlTault 
Thy glorious Immortality in Man : 
K Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 
3f Moment' infinite ! but reliflit mofl 
By thofe, who love Thee moil, who moft adore. 

Nature y thy Daughter, ever-changing Birth 
Of Thee the jGreat Immutable ^ to Man 
Speaks Wifdom ; is his Oracle fupreme ; 
And he who moft confults her, is moft Wife. 
Lorenzo, to this heav'niy Delphos hafte ; 
And come back All-immortal ; All-divine : 
Look Nature through, 'tis Reajclution All ; 
AH Change, no Death. Day follows Night ; and Night 
^he dying Day ; Stars rife, and fet, and rife ; 
Earth takes th' Example. See, the Summer gay, 
^ith her green Chaplet, and ambrofial Flowers, 
proops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey 
florrid with Froft, and turbulent with Storm, 
^^^m Autumn f^Ti6. his golden Fruits away : *^ 

[lien melts into the Spring : Soft Spring, with Breath 
'avonian, from warm Chambers of the South, 
Recalls the Firjl, All, to reflourifti, fades. 
Ls in a Wheel, All finks, to reafcend. 
Ablems of Man, who paiTcs, not expiree 

With 
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With this minate Diftin^tion, Emblems jafl. 
Nature revolves, but Man advancts ; both 
Efiernaly that a Circle^ thu a Line. 
^bat gravitates, this {bars. Th* afpiring Sonl 
Ardent, and tremolouSy like Flame, afcends ; 
Zealy and Humility ^ her Wings to Heaven. 
The World of Matter, with its various Forms, 
All dies into new Life. Life bom from Death 
Rolls the vaft Mafs, and fhall for ever roll. 
No iingle Atom, once in Being, loft. 
With Change of Connfel charges the moft High. 

What hence infers Lorbnzo ? Can it be I 
Matter immortal ? And fhall Spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, fhall lefs noble rife ? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives, 
Ko RefurrefUon know ? Shall Man alone. 
Imperial Man ! be fown in barren Ground, 
Lets privileged than Grain, on which he feeds ? 
Is Man, in whom alone is PowV to prize 
The Blifs of Beine» or with previous Pain 
Deplore its Period, by the Spleen of Fate, 
Severely doom*d Death\ fingle Unredeemed \ 

If Nature^s "Resolution fpeaks aloud. 
In her Gradation^ hear her louder ftill. 
Look Nature thro*, *tis neat Gradation all. 
By what minute Degrees her Scale afcends f 
Each middle Nature joined at each Extreme, 
To that above it joinM, to that beneath. 
Parts, into Parts reciprocally fhot. 
Abhor Divorce : What Love of Union reigns ! 
Here, dormant Matter watts a Call to life ; 
Half-life, half-death, join There ; Here, life an 
There, Senfe from Reafon fteals a glimmering Ra 
Reafon fhines out in Man. But how preferv'd 
The Chain unbroken upward, to the Realms 
Of incorporeal Life \ thofe Realms of Blifs, 
Where Death hath no Dominion \ Grant a Make 
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aortal, half-immortal ; earthy. Part; 
'axt,^«tfaereal ; grant the Soal of Man 
ftl ; or in Man the Series ends, 
yawns the Gap ; Connexion is no more ; 
ct Rtafw halts ; her nesct Step wants Supports 
ng to climb, (he tumbles from her Scheme ; 
beme. Analogy pronounced fo true ; 
\Q^ Man^s fureft Guide below. 

ms far, all Nature csdis on thy Belief* 
win LoRBKzo, carelefs of the Call, 

Atteftation on all Nature charge, 
er than violate his League with Death ? 
»imce his Reafon, rather than renounce 
Daft beloved, and run the Rifque of Heaven ? 
Ittt Indignity to deathlefs Souls I 
t Treafon to the Maje^ of Man f 
ilan immortal f Hear the lofty Style : 

fo decreed, th^ Almighty Will be done, 
rt Earth difiblve, yon pondVous Orbs defcend^ 
pd grind us into Duft : The Soul is fafe ; 
he Man emerges ; mounts above the Wreck, 
8 tow*ring Flame from Nature's funeral Pyre ; 
er Devanation, as a Gainer, fmiles ; 
is Qiarter, his inviolable Rights, 
^ell-pleas*d to learn from Thunder's Impotence, 
'eath*8 pointlefs Darts, and Hell's defeated Storms.'^ 

It thefe Chinueras touch not thee, Lorbnzo ! 
Glories of the World, thy fev'nfold Shield. 
r Ambition than of Crowns in Air, 
fuperlunary Felicities, 
Bofom warm. Til coo! it, if I cab) 
turn thofe Glories that inchant, againft thee* 
t ties thee to this Life, proclaims uie next. 
ife, the Canic that wounds thee is thy Core. 

nne, my JmUihw! let ns mount together 

nooont LoasNzo never can refufe) ; 

from the Clouds, where Pride delights to dweU, 

Look 






1^2 7:&^ C O M P L A I N T; ^f. 

Look down on Earth*. — ^What fecft thou ? Wond* 
Tcrreftrial Wonders, that eciipfe the Skies. {TM 

What Lengths of labpurM Lands ! What loaded Scai 
Loaded by Man, for Pleafure, Wealth, or War : 
Seas, Winds, and Planets, into Service brought^ 
His Art acknowlege, and promote his Ends. 
Nor can th'eternal Rocks his Will withfland ; 
What leveird Mountains' ! And what lifted Vales \ 
O'er Vales, and Mountains, fumptuous Cities fwell. 
And gild our Lahdfchape with their glittVing Spires. 
Some *mid the wohdVing Waves majeflic rife ; 
And Neptune hqlds a Mirror to their Charms. 
Far greater ftilll (what cannot mortal Might ?} 
See, wide Dominions ravi(ht from the Deep I 
The narrowM Deep with Indignation foams. 
Or Southward turn s to Delicate^ and Grand, 
The finer Arts there ripen in the Sun, 
How the tall Temples, as to meet their Gods, 
Afcend the Skies ! the proud triumphal Arch 
Shews us half Heav'n beneath its ample Bend. 
High thro' mid Air, here. Streams are taught to flowi 
Whole Rivers, there, laid by in Bafons, fleep. 
Here, Plains turn Oceans ; thtre, vaft Oceans join 
Thro' Kingdoms chanePd deep from Shore to Shore ; 
And changed Creation takes its Face from Man. 
Beat? thy brave Breaft for formidable Scenes, 
Where Fame and Empire wait upon the Sword ? 
See Fields in Blood ; hear naval Thunders rife ; 
Britannia's Voice! that awes the World to Peace. 
How yon enormous Mole projedling breaks 
The mid-fea, furi6us Wavts ! Their Roar amidft, 
Oat-fpeak's tiie Deity, and fays; " O Main! 
" Thus far, nor farther : New Reftraii^is obey.*' 
Earth's <lifembowerd ! meafur'd are the Skies ! 
Stars are dete^ed in their deep "Recefs ! 
Creation widens ! vanquifli'd Nature yields ! 
Her Secrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 
What Monument of Genius, Spitit, Power ! 
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d now, LoKCNZO [ raptur'd at this Scene, 
e Glories render Heav'n fuperfluaus I (ay, 
e PootAeps Tbdc } — btmortah have been Here. 
I leTs than SouU immortal This have done i 
's cover'd o'er with Proofs of Soult immottal j 
'roo^ of Immortalit}' forgot. 

I flatter thy grand PoiUe, I confeTj, 
! are AmbitktCt. Works : And Thefe we Great : 
HI, the leaft immortal Souls can do ; 
cend them all — But What can thefe tranfcend i 
A me. What ?— One Sigh for the Diftrtft. 
then for lnjiiiL T A deeper Sigh, 
aoral Gramltar makes the mighty Man ; 
Liitli they, who think aught Great below ? 
ur Ambitions Death defeats, but One ; 
Chat it crowns .-^^Here ceafe we : But, ere ]on|^ 
pow'rful Preaf fliall takethe Field againft thee, 
ya than Death, and liniling at the Tomb. 
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yfS ^e are at War with the Tower ^ it were 
^^/j£ well if we were at War with the Man-- 
ners^ of France. A Land of l^tviVf -^ is 
a Land of Guilt, A Serious Mind is the native 
Soil of every Virtue \ and the Jingle Chara£^er 
thaPdoes true Honour to Mankind, ^he Soul*i 
Immortality has been the favourite Theme with 
^heStvious of all Ages. Norisitjirange-^ it is 
« Subje£i by far the moft Inter efting^ and Impor- 
tant^ that can enter the Mind of Man. Qf 
kjghefi Moment this SubjeSl always was, and 
always will be. Tet this its higheft Moment 
^^ms to admit of Increafe, at this Bay ; a Sort 
f Qceafipnal Importance is fuper added to the 
^^uvA Weight of it \ if that Opinion which is 
^vance^ in the Preface to the preceding N ight, 
'f J^fi> It is there fuppofedy that all our In- 
idels, tdbatever Scheme^ for Argument's Sake^ 
^4o,^eep thenufslv^ in, Countenance^ they pa^ 
K^iize, are betrayed into -their depkrable Err or ^ 
g^ fame Doubt of their Immortality, i?/ the 
^ojtom. And the more I confider^this Pointy the 
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more am I perfuaded of the Truth of that 0^*- 
nion. Tbo^ the Diftruft of a Futurity is a 
ftrange Error \ yet is it an Error into which 
Bad Men may naturally be dijirejfed. For it is 
impojfible to hid Defiance to final Ruin^ without 
fome Refuge in Imagination^ fome Prefumptton of 
Efcape. And what Prefumption is there ? l^fm 
are but ^0 in Nature \ but Two^ ivi thin the 
Compafs of Human Thought. And thefe are^-- 
That either GOD will not^ or can not punijh. 
Confidering the Divine Attributes^ the Firft is 
too grofs to be digejied by our ftrongeft Wifheu 
Andjince Omnipotence is as much a Divine At- 
tribute as Holinefs, that GOD cannot puntjb^ 
is as ah fur d a Suppojition^ as the Former. GOD 

> certainly can punifh^ as long as the wicked man 
exijls. In Non-exiftence^ therefore^ is their only 
Refuge ^ \ and^ confequently^ Non-exijience is tbeir 
Jirongeft Wifh. Andftrong JViJhes have aftrange 
Influence on our Opinions ; they bias the Judgment 
in a manner y almoft^ incredible. And Jince on 
this Member of their Alternative, there are fotdt 
very fmall Appearances in their Favour ^ and 
none at all on the other, they catch at this Reed^ 
they lay bold on this Chimera^ to fave themfelvcs 
from the Shocks and Horror^ of an immediate 
fl// J abfolute, Defpair. 

On reviewing my SubjeSly by the Li^bt which 
this ArgumAtty and others of like Tendency y threro 
upon it, I %ms more inclin'dy than ever, to pur* 

M 
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fue iij as it appeared to me toftrike direltly at the 
main Root of all our Infidelity. In the following 
Pages J it is^ accordingly^ purfued at large ; and 
fome Arguments for Immortality^ new (at leaft^ to 
fne)y are ventured oH in them. There alfo the 
Writer has made an Attempt to fet the grofs Ab^^ 
furdities and Horrors of Annihilation in a fuller' 
and more affeSing View^ than is (I think) to be 
met with elfewhere. 

The Gentlemen^ for whofe Sake this Attempt 
was chiefly made^ profefs great Admiration for 
fbe Wifdom of Heathen Antiquity : What Pity 'tis^ 
they are not Jincere '! If they werefincere^ how 
xhould it mortify them to conjider^ with whaf 
Contempt^ and Abhorrence^ their Notionr'would 
have been received^ by Thofe whom they fo miM> 
admire ? What Degree of Contempt^ and Abhor-- 
rence^ •would fall to their Share ^ may be conjee- 
tured by the following Matter of FaSt (in my 
Opinion)^ extremely memorable. Of alt their 
Heathen Worthies y Socrates Ctis well known) 
was the moft Guarded^ Difpafjionate^ and Com- 
pofed: Tet this great Mafier of Temper was angry: 
and angry at his Laji Hour ; and angry with his 
Friend ^nd angry for what deferv* d Acknowlege- 
tnent •, angry ^ for a right and tender Injiance of 
^rue Friendjhip towards Him. Is not this fur- 
Pi/ing ? What could be the Caufe ? The Caufe 
"vjas for his Honour ; it was a truly noble ^ tho^\ 
"prbaps^ a too pun£liliouSy Regard for Immor- 
^^ H 3 Xsiivc^ \ 
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tality : For bis Friend ajking Hintj with fuch 
affeStiondte Concern as became a Frjendj " JVitm 
** Hejhould depoftt his Remains ? it was refintH 
hy Socrates, as implying a dijhonourable StippoM 
tion^ that He could be fo mean^ as to have ^^ ' 
^ard for any things even in Himfelf^ that was. 
not Immortal. 

This Faff well covjider^d, would make our 1 
fide Is withdraw their Admiration from Socrates ; 
cr make them endeavour^ by their Imitation of 
this illuftrious Example^ tofhare his Glory : Andy 
confequently ^ It would incline them to perufe the 
following Pages with Candor and Impartiality : 
IVhich is all I deftre ; and that^ for their Sakes : 
For I »m perfuadedy that an Unprejudiced Infi- .| 
d0 muft^ neceffarily^ receive fome advantageous 
Impreffions frdm them. 

July 7. 1744. 
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/J\r ^^ 5^/* Night Arguments men dr0WB 
from Nature, in Proof of Immomlity : 
Here^ others are drawn from MAifi Froii^ 
hU Difcontcnt, p. 154 ; from^ his ^affiofw and 
ft>wcrs, T55 •, from the gradual Growth of 
Reafon, ibid. ; from bis Fear ^ Deaih,. 1 56 ; 
from the Nature ^/ Hope, 156, 157; and of 
Virtue, 157, &c. from Knowlege, and Love, 
as being the moft ejfential Properties of the Soul^ 
160 ; from the Order of Creation^ 1 6 1 jfrom the 
Nature of Ambition, 162, &c, Avari((| 165 ; 
Pleafure, 1 66. A Digreffion on the Grandeur of 
the Paflions, 167. Immortality alone renders 
ourprefent State intelligible^ 167, i68. An 
ObjeSionfrom the Stoics Dijbelief of Immortality^ 
onfweredy 168, &c. ^Endlefs S^uejiions unrefolv^ 
^ble^ bt^on Supfojition of our Immortality, 169,. 
&c. The natural^ moft melancholy^ and pathetic 
Complaint of a Worthy Man under the Perfua* 
hn of no Futurity, 171, &c. The grofs Abfur- 
dities and Horrors of Annihilation urg d^home-m 
Lorenzo, i y^^ &c. The Sours vajl Import- 
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■; NIGHT the SEVENTH. 

,' THE. 

'infidel Reclaim'd. 



E A V'N gives the needful, but neglefled. Call. 

What Day, what Hour, but knocks at human 
Hearts, 

To wake the Soul to Senfe of future Scenes ? 

Deati7iSan6, like Mtr^uryi, inev'iy Way; 
.And kindly point us to our Journey's End. 
TorE, who coutdfi make Immortals 1 arc Thoii dead ? 
I give thee Jby ; Nor will I take my Leave ,■ 
Sofoon to follow. Man but dives to. Death ; 
3Divea from the Sun, in fairer Day 10 rife ; ' 

The Grave, his fubterraoean Road to Blifs. - 
Yes, infinite Indulgence plann'd it fo ,- 
Thro' various Parts oar glorious Story runs ; 
1^^ gives the Preface, enJkfi Jgt unrolls 
^he Volume {ne'er tinroll'dl) of human Fate, J- 

yiij. Earth and Skia * already have proctaimMi 
Tile World's a Prophecy of Worlds to come ; ' ' 
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And who, what God foretels (who fpcaks in Things^ 
StiU louder than in Words) ihall dare deny ? 
If Nature^ Arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftronger read in Man, 
If Man fleeps on, untaught by what Vtfees^ 
Can he prove Infidel to what heyOr^// ? . 
He, whofe blind Thought Futurity denies, 
Uhconfcioas bears, Bellerophon I like thee. 
His own Indidment ; he condemns him.felf ; 
Who reads his Bofom, reads immortal Life ; 
Or, Naturcy there, impofing on her Sons, 
Has written Fables ; Man was m^de a Lye, 

Why Difcontent for ever harbour'd there ? 
Incurable Confumption of our Peace ! 
Refolve me, why, the Cottager ^ and Klng^ 
He whom Sda-fever'd Realms obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole Dominion from tjie Wafte, 
Repelling Winter Blafts with Mud and Straw, 
Difquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh, 
In Fate fo diflant, in Complaint £o near I 

Is it, that Things Terreftrial can*t- content ? 
Deep in rich Paflure, will thy Flocks complain ? 
Not fo ; but to their Mailer is deny'd 
'1^0 fhare their fweet Serene. Man, ill at Eafe, 
la this, not his owun rtace, this foreign Field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other Food, 
Than was ordain'd his Craviiigs to fuffice. 
Poor in Abundance, famifli'd at a Feaft, 
Sighs on for fomething more^ when moji cnjoy*d. 
Is Heav'n then kinder to thy Flocks, than Thee ? 
Not fo i thy Pallure richer, but remote i 
In part, remote i for that remoter Part 
Man bleats from Injiin£ly tho', perhaps, debauchM: 
By Senfe^ his Reafon tteeps, nor dreams the CauJ^^'V 
Th^ Caufe how obvious, when his Reafon wa|jtt||^i 
His Grief is but his Grandeur inDifguife ; ■^^• 
Ajid Difcontent is i)w/wr/<?//Vjf, ^:.^ 



Shall Sons of JEtlier, fliajl Uie Blood of Heayeiiy 
»ct up their Hopes on Earth, and Hable herf, 
^ith brutal Acquiefcence in the Mire ? 
^ORENZo i no; they (hall be nobly pain'd; 
rhe glorious Foreigners^ diftreft, (hall iigh 
3n Thrones ; and Thau congratulate the Sigjii : 
Vlan*s Mifery declares him born for Blifs ; 
His anxious Heart aiTerts the Truth I iing. 
And gives the Sceptic in his Head^the Lye. 

Oar Heads, our Hearts, our Pajponsy and our ?9wtr^ 
Speak the fame Language ; call us to the Skies^ 
tJnripen*d ^btfe in this inclement Clime, 
Scarce rife above Conjedlure, and Miftake ; ' 
^d for this Land of Trifles ^hofe too flrong 
*rumaltuous rife, and temped human Life; 
"What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 
Meet ObjeAs for our Paffiotu Heav'n ordain'd» 
Obje£b that challenge all their Fire, and leave 
^0 Fault, but in I>&itGt : Bleft Heav'n ! aveart 
A bounded Ardor for unbounded Blifs; 
for a Blifs tmbqunded ! Far beneath 
A Soul immortal, is a mortal Joy. 
Nor are our PtfwVj to perifti immature; 
^at, after feeble Effort here^ beneath 
A brighter Sup, ^nd in a nobler Soil, 
I'ranfplanted from this fublunary Bed, 
^hall flourish fair, and put forth all th^ Slopm* 

Reafon progrefUve, InftinB is complete ; 
Swift InflinB leaps ; flow Reafon feebly climbs. 
^rutt$ foon their. 2^ith reach ; their little All ' 
^ows in at once; in Ages they no more 
fitdd know, or do, or covet, or enjo)^. 
Were Man to live coeval with the Hup, 
The Patriarch-Pupil would be learning iliH ; 
Yet^'d^ing^ leave hb LdTon half-uiileamt. 
M^ periih in Advance,- as if the Sun- * 

%iQul iet m^ Noon, in 'Mofiern Oceans drown'd; 
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If fit, with />/«, lllufirioui to compare. 

The San*8 Meridian ^ with the Soul of Man. 

To Man, why, Stepdame Nature ! fo fevcre ? 

Why thrown afide thy Mafter-piece half-wrought, 

While meaner EiFqrts thy laft Hand enjoy ? 

Or, if abortively poor Man muft die. 

Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in Dreaif 

Why curft with Forefight ? Wife to Mifery ? 

Why of his proud Prerogative the Prey ? 

Why lefs pre-eminent in Rank, than Pain ? 

His Immortality alone can tell ; 

Full ample Fund to balance all amifs, 

y^d turn the Scale in Favour of the JuH! 

His Immortality alone can folve 
That darkeft of JSmgmas^ human Hoft % 
Of all the darkeft, if at Death we die. 
Hopey eager Hope, th'Affaffin of our Joy, 
All prefent BlefTings treacling under-foot, 
Is fcarce a milder Tyrant than De/pair, 
With no paft Toils content, Hill planning new, 
Hope turns us oVr to Death alone for Eafe. 
Poffjffton, why, more taftelefs than Purfuit? 
Why is a Wifh far dearer than a Crov/n ? 
That Wifh accomplilh'd, why, the Grave of Blifs ? 
Becaufe, in the great Future bury*d deep. 
Beyond our Plans of Empire, and Renown,' 
Lies all that Man with Ardor fhould purfue ; 
And He who made him, bent him to the Right. 

Man's Heart th'ALMiCHTY to the Future fets. 
By fccret, and inviolable Springs ; 
And makes his Hope his fublunary Joy. 
Man's Heart eats all Things, and is hungry ftill ; 
*• More, morel" the Glutton cries : For fomething JVin 
So rages Appetite, if Man can't Mount, 
He w/7/ Defccnd. He ftarves on the Pojfeft. 
Hence, the World's Mafter, from Ambition's Spirej^ 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the Brute. 

In thatt rank Sty why ivallow'd Empire's Son 

Supreme 
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Supreme ? Becauf^^ he could no higher fly ; 
His Riot was Ambition in Defpair. 

Old Rome confulted Birds ; Lorens&o f thott 
With more Succcfs, the J^light of Hope furvey ; 
Of reftlcfs Hope, for ever on the Wing. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry Thought that Falcon fits. 
To fly at all that rifes in her Sight; 
Andy never looping, but to mount again 
Next Moment, (he betrays her Aim's Miflake, 
And owns her Quarry lodged beyond ^e Grave. 

There (hould it fail us (It mufl fail us there. 
If BeiHj^ fails), more mournful Riddles rife, / 

And Virtue vies with Hope in Myftery. 
Why Virtue? Where its Praife, its Being, fled? 
Virtue is true Self-intereft purfu'd : 
What true Self-interefl of f«//f- mortal Man ? 
To clofe with all that makes him Happy here. 
If Vice (as fometimes) is our Friend on £arth. 
Then Vice is Virtue; 'tis owx fo^^eign Good. 
In Self-applaufe is Virtue's golden Prize ; 
No Self-applaufe attends it on thy Scheme : 
Whence Self-applaufe ? From Confcience of the Right. 
And what is Right, but Means of Happinefs ? 
No Means of Happinefs when Virtue yields ; 
That Bails ^ing, falls the Building too. 
And lays in Ruins ev'ry virtuous Joy. 

The rigid Guardian of a blamelefs Heart, 
So lone rever'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak ; with rank Knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy Bofom with illuftrious Dreams 
Of Self expofure, laudable, and great? 
Of gallant Enterprize, and glorious Death ? 
Die for thy Country ? — ^Thou Romantic Foolf 
Seize, feize the Plank thyfelf, and let her iink : 
^ Thy Qountrj I what to Thee ? — ^The God-head i what ? 
(I (peak with Awe !) tho' He (hould bid thee bleed ? 
If, wick thy Blood, tby/zr^/ Hope is fpilt^ 
I Not 
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Nor can Omnipotence reward the Blo#, 
Be deaf; prefer ve thy Being> iifobejf. ' 

Nor is k Dtfdbcdience : Knbw^ LorbrxoI 
Whatever Ui*Ax.i«ightt^5 fubiieqiient Cbmmacid, 
His firft Command is thisi — " Man, love thyfclf," 
In this alone. Free-agents are not firee. 
Exiilence is the Bafis, Blifs the Prise; 
If Virtue colb Exigence, ^tis a Crime i 
Bold Violation of our Law fupreme^ 
Black Suidde ; thd^ Nations, which ponfulc 
Their Gain, at thy Expence, refound Applaufc. 

Since Virtmiz Recompence is donbtful, Uer£<, ♦ 
If Man dies wholly, wdl may we demand, 
Why is yLzxxfufferd to be Good in vain ? 
Why to be Good in vain, is M2Siii^oitCd? 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man betrayed? 
Betray^ by Traitors lodg*d in his own Brea((, 
By fvveet Complacencies from Virtue felt ? 
Why whifpers Nature Lyes on Virtue's Part? 
Or if blind InftinS (which aiTumes the Name ^ 
Of facred Confcience) plays the Fool in Man, 
Why Reafon made Accomplice in the Cheat ? 
Why are the Wifift loudeft in her Praife \ 
Can Man by ReafonH Beam be led afhay \ 
Or, at his Peril, imitate his G^d? 
Since Virtue fometimes ruins us on Earth, 
Or Both are true; or, Man furvives the Grave. 

Or Man furvives the Grave, or own, Lorenzo^ 
Thy Boaft fupremc, a wild Abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy Spirit ; Cowards are tby Scorn. 
Grant Man immortal^ and thy Scorn is juft. 
The Man immortal, rationally brave. 
Dares ru{h on Dcath-^^becaufe he cannot die* 
But if Man lofes AH, when Life is loft, . 
He lives a Coward, or a Fool expires. 
A daring Infidel (and fuch there are. 
From Pride, Exmnple, Lucre, RagCi Revenge, 
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Or purehcroical Defe£t of Thought)^ 

Of all Earth^s Madmen, mof): dderves a Chain. 

When to the Grave we follow the feenpwn'd 
For Valour, Virtue, Science, all we love. 
And all we praife ; for Worth, whofe Noon-tide Bean^^ 
Enabling us to <think in higher Stile, 
Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Powers ; 
Dream we, that Luftre of the moral 'WoxM 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottennefs the Cic^e ? 
Why was he wife to j/J«^w, and warm to praijcy 
And flrenuous to travfcrihe^ in human Life, 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that Fate, 
Juft when the Lineaments began to fhine. 
And dawn the Deity, ihould fnatch the Draughty 
With Night eternal blot it out, and give 
The Skies Alarm, left Angels too might die ? 

If Human Souls, why not Angelic too 
Extinguifh'd ? ?iri^z,folifary Goi>y 
O'er ghaftly Ruin, frowning from his Throne ? 
Shall we, this Moment, gaze on God in Man ? 
The next, lofe Man for ever in the Dull ? 
From Duft we difengage, or Man miftakes ; 
And There, where leaft his Judgment fears a Flaw. 
Wifdom and Worthy how boldly he commends? 
Wi/dotn, and Worthy are facred Names ; Rever'd, 
Where not Embrac'd ; Applauded ! Deify'd I 
Why not Cow/^^rtuVtoo? If Spirits die. 
Both are Calamities, inHided both. 
To make us but more wretched : WifdonC^ Eye 
Acute, for what ? To fpy more Miferi^s ; 
And Worthy fo recompens'd, new-points their StingB». 
Or Man furmoufrtts the Grave, or Gain is Lofs, 
And Worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme that makes 
Weakmfsy and Vice, the Refuge of Mankind. 

" Has Virtue, then, no Joys ?" — Yes, Joys deoT'lougW^ 
Talk ne*er fo long, in this imperfedi State^ 
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Virtue, and Vice, are at eternal War ; 
Firtmit 2l Combat i and who fights for Nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for fmall Reward } 
Who Virtue's Self-Reward fo loud refound. 
Would take Deerees Angelic here below, ^ 
And Virtue^ while they compliment, betray. 
By feeble Motives, and unfaithful Guards; 
The Crown, \\C unfading Crown, -her Soul infpires : 
*Tis That, and That alone, can countervail 
The Bodi\ TreachVies, and the WorltT^ Aflaults : 
On Earth's poor Pay, our famifh'd Virtue dies. 
Truth inconteftable \ In fpite of all 
A Bayle has Preich'd, or a V b Bdiev'd. 

In Man the more we dive, the more we fee 
Heav'n s Signet flamping an immortal Make. 
Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Bafe 
Sudaining all ; what find we \ Knonulege^ Lo^ 
As Light, and Heat, efiential to the Sun, 
7hefe to the Soul. And 'whyy if Souls expire ? 
How little Lovely here f How little Known } 
Small Knowhgt we dig up with endlefs Toil ; 
And Lo^ve unfeigned may purchafe perfed Hate. 
Why ftarv'd, on Earth, our ^»g-^/- Appetites j 
While Brutat2iXt indulg'd their fulfpme FilU 
Were then Capacities di<utne conferred. 
As a Mock -Diadem, in favage Sport, 
Rank Infult of our pompous Ftwertyy 
Which reaps but Pain, from feemine Claims fo fair ? 
In future Age lies no Redrefs ? And fhuts 
Eternity the Door on our Complaint ? 
If fo^ for what ilrange Ends were Mortals made f 
The Worft to nualltrw, and the Beft to nveep ; 
The Man who Merits moll, mull moil Complain : 
Can we conceive a Difre^rd in Heaven, 
What the Worft perpetrate, or Beft endure ? 

. ^kis cannot be. T<f Love^ and Knvwy in Man 
• Is boundlefs Appetite^ and boundlefs Power ; 
And thef& demonftrate boundlefs Obje£b too. 

cm 
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ObjedU, Pow'rs, Appctxtes, Heav'ri fuits in All ; 
Nor, Naturt thro', e'er Violates this fwcet. 
Eternal Concord/ on her tuneful String. 
hUan the Sole Exception from her Laws ? 
Eternity flruck off from human Hope, 
(I fpeak with Truth, but Veneration too) 
Man is a Morifter, the Reproach of Heaven, 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud 
On Nature's beauteous Afpeft ; and deforms, 
(Amazing Blot I) deforms her with her Lord. 
\i fuch is Man's Allotment, what is Heaven ? 
Or, own the Soul Immortal, or Blafpheme. 

Or own the Soul immortal, or invert 
All Order, . Go,. mock-Majefty I go, Man ! 
And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall ; 
Thro' ev'ry Scene of Senfe fuperior far f 
Thejfi^aze the Turf untilPd ; they drink the Stream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, iand un-embitter'd 
With Doubts, Fears, fruitlefs Hopes, Regrets, Defpairs^ 
Mankind's Peculiar ! Reafon's precious Dower f 
No foreign Clime They ranfack for their Robes; 
Nor Brothers cite to the litigious Bar : 
Jheir Good is'Good intire, unmixt, unmarr'dj 
They^nd a Paradife in ev'ry Field, 
On Boughs yor^/V</if« where no Curfes hang : 
Their ///, na more than ftrikcs the Senfe ; unftretcht 
By previous. Dread, or Murmur in the Rear : 
When the njoorjl comes, it comes unfear'd 5 one Stroke 
Begins, and ends, their Woe : They die but once ; 
Blell, incommunicable Privilege ! for which 

Proud Man, who rules the Globe, and reads the Stars, 

Philofopher, or Hero, fighs in vain. 
■« 
Account for this Prerogative in Brutes. 

No Day, no Glimpfe of Day, to folve the Knot, 

But what beams on it from Etermiy, 

O fole and^fweet Solution f That unties 

The Difficult, and foftens the Severe j 

T)ie Cloud on Nafure^s beauteous Face dkpels ; 

' ^•^v *^ . , Reftores 
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Reflores bright Oni^r ; cafb the Brute hene^; 

And re-inthrones us in Supremacy 

Of Joy, ev*n Here: Admit immortal Life^ 

And Virtue is Kntght-errantry no more ; 

Each Virtue brings in Hand a golden Dower, 

Far richer in Revcrfion : Hope exults ; 

And the* much Bitter in our Cup is thrown, , 

Predominates, and giv^s the Tafle of Heaven. 

O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 

AiloniHiing beyorid Ailoniihment I 

Heav'n our Rewardr— "^for Heav'n enjoy'd below* 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftubborn Heart ? For there 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I fing. 
Reafon is guiltlefs ; Will alone rebels. 
What, in that (lubborn Heart, if I fhould find 
New, unexpe^ed Witneffes againft thee ? 
Amhitiotiy PUafure^ and the Lonje of Gain ! i 

Canft thou fufpe£^, that Tke/ey whidi make the Soul 
The Slave of Earth, fhould own her Heir of Heav'i 
Canft thou fufpeA what makes us dishelitve 
Our Immortality, fhould prove it fure ? 

Firfl, then. Ambition fummon to the Bar. 
Ambition^s Shamcy Extra'vagance, Difguft^ 
And inextinguijhahle itaturcy fpeak. 
Each much i^^^j ; hear them in their Turn. 

Thy Soul, how paffionately fond of Tame / 
How anxious, that fond Paflion to conceal ! 
We bluih, detected in Defigns on Praife, 
Tho' for befl Deeds, and from the bell of Men ; 
And why ? Becaufe Immortal, Art divine 
Has made the Body Tutor to the Soul ; 
Heav*n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow | 
Bids it afcend the glowing Cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little Heart's inglorious Aim, 
Which ftoops to court a Character from Man ; 
While o'er us, in tremendous Judgment, fit 
Far more than Man, with titdhfs rrai^e, and $k^< 

Ami 



Ambltion^s hmnilefi Apfetite out-fpeaks 
riie Verdid of its ^hame. When' Souls take Firt 
^t high Prcfumptions of their own Defert, llff^ 

>/rtf Age is poor Applaufe ; the mighty Shout, 
rhe Thunder by the living Te^ begun, 
-ate Time muft echo ; Worlds> unborn, refound. 
Ve wifli our Names eternally to live : 
PV^ild Dream \ Which ne'^er had haunted human Thou^t, 
3ad not our Natures been eternal too. 
hifiinS points out an Int'reft in Hereafter j 
Kit our blind Reafon fees not where it lies ; 
Pr, feeing, gives the Subdance for the Shade. 

Fame is the Shade of Immortality, 

And in itfelf a Shadow. Soon as caught. 

Contemned ; it (brinks to nothing in the Grafp. 

fConfuU th' Ambitious, 'tis Ambition's Cure. 

•* And is This all ?" cry'd Cjesar at his Height, 

I^ifgufted. This Third Proof Ambition brings 

X)f Immortality. The firft in Fame, 
Obferve him near, your Envy will abate : 
Sham'd at the Difpropdrtion vaft, between 
The Paflion, and the Purchace, he will figh 

I kxfuch Succefs, and blufh at his Renown. 
And why ? Becaufe far richer Prize invites 
His Heart ; far more illuftrious Glory calls ; 
It calls in Whifpers, yet the Deafeft hear. 

And can Ambition a Fourth Proof fupply ? 
It can, and ftronger than the former Three ; 
Yet quite o'er-look'd by fome reputed Wife, 
The' Difappointinents in Ambition pain. 
And tho' Succefs di/gujfs, yet ftill, LoAenzo ? 
In vain we ilrive to pluck it from our Hearts ; 
By Nature planted for the nobleft Ends. 
Abfurd the fam'd Advice to Pyrrhus giv*n. 
More prais'd than ponder'd ; fpecious, but unfouDid : 
Sooner that Hero's Sc^ord the World had quell'd, 
Thaa Rtafon^ his Ami>ition. Man mufi foar. 

'^fl • . At 
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An obftinate Aftivky within. 

An infappreflive Spring, wiU tofs him up 

In fpifi^f Fortune* % Load. Not Rings alone,] 

£ach ^] lager has his Ambition too ; 

No Sultan prouder than his fettered Slave : 

Slaves build their little Babylom of Straw, 

Echo the proud AJfyriany in their Hearts, 

And cry, — *' Behold the Wonders of my Might!" 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their Lord ; 

And Souls immortal muft for ever heave 

At fomething Great ; the Glitter, or the Gold ; 

The Praife of Mortals, or the Praife of Heaven. 

Nor abfolutely vain is Human Praife, 
When Human is fupported by Di'vine. 
I'll introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf ; 
Piea/un and Pride (bad Mailers f) fharc our Heart9» 
As Love of Pleafure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed oar Bodies, and extend our Race i 
The Love of Praife is planted to protect 
And propagate the Glories of the Mind. 
What is it, but the Love of Praife, ini|)ite5. 
Matures, refines, embellifhes, exalts. 
Earth's Happiriefs ? From that^ the Deltete, 
The Grand, the Marvellous, of Ct<vil Life. 
Want and Con<venience^ Under-workers, lay 
The Bails, on which Lonje of Glory builds. 
Nor is thy Life, O Virtm ! lefs in Debt 
To Praife, thy fecret-ftimulating Friend. 
Were Man not proudy what Merit fhould we mifs \ 
Pride made the Virtues of the Pagan World. 
Praife is the Salt that feafons Right to Man, 
And whets his Appetite for moral Good. 

•\ Thirft of Applaufe is Virtue's Second Guard ; 
*Reafon, her Firft ; but Reafon wants an Aid ; 
Our pri<vate Reafon is a Flatterer ; 

' Thirft of Applaufe calls public Judgment in. 
To poife our own, to keep an even Scale, 
And give endanger'd Virtue fairer Play. ^ ^ 

Here a Fifth Proof arifes, ftronger fUll : * 
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Why this fo nice Conftruftion of our Hearts? 

rhefe delicate Moralities of Sen/e ; 

rhis confiitutional Referve of Aid 

ro fuccoar Virtue, when our Reafon fails ; 

tf Virtue, kept alive by Care and Toil, 

And, oft, the Mark of Injuries on Earth, 

When laboured to Maturity (its Bill 

Of Difciplines, and Pains, unpaid) mui! die ? 

Why freighted-rich, to da(h againft a Rock ? 

Were Man to periih when mof[ lit to live, 

how mif-fpent were all thefe Stratagems* 
tey Skill Divine inwoven in our Frame ? 
^Vhere are Heav'n's Holinefs and Mercy fled ? 
Laughs Heaven, at once, at Virtue^ and at Man f 
If not, why That difcouragM, Thi$ defb-oy*d ? 

J Thus far Ambition, What fays Advance ? 
\ This her chief Maxim, which has long been mm, 
- ** The Wife and Wealthy arc the fame." — I grant it, 
i^ To (lore up Treafure, with inceflant Toil, 

1 Thii is Man^s Province, l^his his highef!: Praife, 
\ To this great End keen InftinS flings him on. 

[ To guide that Inilinft, Reafon ! is thy Charge ; 
[ Tis Thine to tell us where true Treafure lies : 

Bat, Reafon failing to difcharge her Truft, 
' Or to the Deaf difchargine it in vaia, 
[ A Blunder foflows ; and blind Indufiry^ 
\ Caird by the Spur, but Stranger to the Courfe, 
\ (The Courfe where Stakes of more than Gold arc won) 

O'er-loadingy with the Cares of difhmt Age* 

The jaded Spirits of the frefent Hour* 

Provides for an Eternity below. 

*^ Tho« fhalt not covet,** is a wife Coimnand ; 
But bounded to the Wealth the Sun furveys : 
Loc^ farther, the Command ihinds quite reven*d* 
And -//i;V/« is a Virtue moft divine. 
Is Faith a R^fu^e for our Happinefs f 
Moft fure : And is it not for Reafon too ? 
Notbing this World unriddles* but the next. 

Whence 
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Whence incxtinguifhablc Thirft of Gain ? 

From inexdnguifhable lAit in Man : 

Man, if not nieant, by Worth, to reach the Skies^ 

Had wanted Wing to fly fo far in Guilt, 

Sour Grapes, I grant, Amhition^ Avarice : 

Yet ftill their Root is Immortality. 

Thefe its wild Growths fo bitter, and fo bafe, 

(Pain, and Reproach !) Religion can reclaim. 

Refine, exalt, throw down their pois*nous Lee, 

And make them fparkle in the Bowl of BH/s. 

See, the Third Witnefs laughs at Blifs remote. 
And faUly promifes^n Eden here : 
Truth (he fliall fpeak For once, tho' prone to lye, 
A common Cheat, and Plea/ure is her Name. 
To Pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, now/r/? thy real Friend. 

Since Nature made us not more fond xhzxi frond 
Of Happinefs (whence Hypocrites in Joy ! 
Makers of Mirth ! Artificers of Smiles I) 
Why fhould the Joy moft poignant Sen/e affords, 
Burn us with Blufhes, and rebuke our Pride ? — 
Thofe Heav'n-born Blufhes tell us Man defiends^ 
£v*n in the Zenith of his earthly Blifs : 
Should Rea/on take her Infidel Repofe, 
This honeA Infiin^ fpcaks our Lineage high ; 
This Inflind calls on Darknefs to conceal 
Our rai>turous Relation tp the Stalls. 
Out Glory covers us with noble Shame, 
And he that^s undonfounded, is unmanrCd, 
The Man that Blufhes, is' not quite a Brute. 
Thus far.with Tl^e, Lorenzo I will I clofe, 
Pleajure is good, pixA Man for Pleafure x^de s 
!But PleafuAB full of Glory as of Joy ; 
Pleafure, which neither bln/hes, nor exfi^eu 

The WitneiTds.are heard ; theCaufe is o'er j 
Let Coii/cimc fiktke Sefitence in her Court, 
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)earer than Deeds that half a Realm convey ; 
^bus feal'd by ^rmth, th* authentic Record runs. 

" Know, All; Know, Infideb,— nnapt to Know I 

* Tis Immortality your Nature folves ; 
« Tis hnmortalhy decypher$ Man, 

'* And opens all the Myft*ries of his Make. 

" Without it, half his Inftinas are a Riddle ; 

" Without it, all his Virtues are a Dream. 

^ His very QlHtnes atteft his Dignity ; 

" His fotelefs Thirft of Fleafure, Gold, and Famtt 

** Declares him born for Bleflings infinite : 

" What lefs than Infinite, makes un-abfurd 

" PaJ^onSf which aU on Earth but more inflames ? 

* Fierce Paflions, fo mif-meafur'd to this Scene, 

" Stretch'd out, like Eagles Wings, beyond our Nelt 
" Far, far beyond the Worth of all betow, 
*' For Eartt too large, prefage a nobler Flight, 
" And evidence our Title toihc5i/>i." 

Ye*gent!eTheol6gtie8,' of calmer Kind I 
Whofe CohiBtntion dlfbites to your Pen, 
Who, cold yourfelves, think Ardor comes from Hell f 
Think notour Paffions from Corruption fprung, 
Tho' to Corruption now they lend their Wings ; 
Uat is their Miftrefs, OOt their Mother. All 
(And juftly ; 'Rjeetfon dcttn *Divine : J fee, 
1 feel a Grandeur in ^t^Paffions too. 
Which fpeaks their high Defcent, and glorious End ; 
Which^ fpeaks them Rays of an Eternal Fire. 
In Para<me itfelf they burnt as ftrone. 
Ere Adam fdl ; tho* wifer in their Aim. 
Like the proud '£dftern, ftruck by Providence, 
What thoVour Paffions are run miad, and (loop 
With low, terreftrial Appetite, to graze 
On Trafh, on Toys, deAron'd from high Defire ? 
Yet ftill, thro' their Difgrace, no feeble Ray 
Of Greatnefs (hines, and tells us whence they fell : 
But 1%^ (like that falPn Monarch when reclaimed) 
When Ria/on moderates thcRein aright, 
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Shall re-afcendy remount their former Sphere, 
Where once they foar*d Illufirioas ; ere feduc*d 
By wanton Eve's Debauch, to flroll on Earth, 
And (ct the (iiblunary World on Fire. 

But grant their Phrenfy lafls ; their Phrmiy fails 
To difappoint Mi providential End, 
For which Heav*n blew ap Ardor in oar Hearts : 
Were Reafon filent, boundlefs Paffion fpeaks 
A future Scene of boundlefs OhjeSls too, %i 
And brings glad Tidings of eternal Day. 
Eternal Day ! 'Tis that enlightens All ; 
And All, by that enlightened, proves it fure. 
Confider Man as an immortal Being, 
Intelligible All ; and All is Great ; 
A cryftalline Tranfparency prevails. 
And fbrikes full Luftre thro* the Human Sphere ; 
Coniider Man as mortal^ all is dark. 
And wretched ; Reafon weeps at the Survey. 

The leam'd Lorbnzo cries, /^ And let her weep, 
*' Weak, modem Reaibn : Antient Times were wife. 
*' Authority^ that venerable Guide, 
** Stands on my Part ; the £un'd Athenian Porch 
** (And who for Wifdom fo renowned as They ?) 
" Deny'd this Immortality t;o M^.*' 
I grant it ; but affirm, they frov*i it too. 
A Riddle This I^Have Patience, 111 exptain. 

What noble Vanities, what moral Flights, 
Glitt'ring thro' their romantic Wifdom's Page, 
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to Thefe high-feafon'd Sires ; 
They leave th' Extravagance of Song below. 
« Flefh ihdl not feel ; or, feeling, fhall enjoy 
" The Dagger, or the Rack ; to them, alike 
** A Bicd of Rofes, or the burning Bull." 
In Men exploding all beyond the Grave, 
Strange Doctrine, This ! As Do^rine, it was 
But not, as Prophecy i for fucb it prov*d. 
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id, to their own Amazement, was fuliiird : 
'<?y fcign'd a Firmnefs Chrifttam need not feign. 
be Cbriftian truly triumph'd in the Flame : 
[le 5/wV {aw, in double Wonder loft, 
onder at Them, and Wonder at Himfelf, 

find the bold Adventures of his Thought 
It bold, and that he drove to lye in vain. 

Whence, then, thofc Thoughts ? Thofe tow'ring 

Thoughts, that flew 
ich monftrous Heights ? — From InftinB^ and froin ?r%de^ 
he glorious InftinS of a deathlefs Soul, 
onfusMly confcious of her Dignity, 
iggefted Truths they could not underftand. 

1 LvjTz Dominion, and in Paffion\ Storm, 
ruth*s Syftem broken, fcatter'd Fragments lay, 

^8 Light in Chaos, glimm'ring thro* the Gloom : 

mit with the Pomp of lofty Sentiments, 

leas'd Pride proclaimed, what Reafon difbeliev'd, 

Wfl'^?, like the Delphic Prieftefs, with a Swell, 

^av'd Nonfenfe, dellin'd to be Future Senfe, 

^hen Life Immortal^ in full Day, ihould fhine ; 

^^nd Deaths dark Shado^ws fly the Gofpel Sun. 

^ty fpoke, what nothing but Immortal Souls 

ould fpeak ; and thus the Truth they quellion'd, prov'd. 

Can then Ahfurdities^ as well a^ Crimes^ 
^k Man Immortal ? All things fpeak him. fo. 
Uch has been urg'd ; and doll thou call for more ? 
Jl ; and with endlefs Queftions be diftreft, 
1 unrefolveablej^ if Earth is All. 

** Why Life, a Moment ; Infinite, Defire ? 
Our Wifh, Eternity ? our Home, the Grave ? 
lieav'n's Prcmife c^rmant lies in human Hope^ 
A^ho luijhfs Life Immortal, proves it too. 
^hy Happinefs purfu'd, tho* never found ? 
iVlan's Thirft of Happinefs declares // /V, 

For Nature never gravitates to nought) ; 

^\lfit Thirft un<iuencht declares // ;V not Hen. 

I «^ My 
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My Lucia, Thy Clarissa, call to Thought; 
Why cortlial Fritndjhip riveted fo deep. 
As Hearts to pierce at firfl, at parting, rend. 
If Friend, and Friendfliip, vaniih in an Hour \ 
'* Is not This Torment in the Maik of Joy \ 
*' Why by Refleaiw marr'd the Joys of ^enfe ? 
Why Paji, and Future, preying on our Hearts, 
And putting all our prefent Joys to Death ? 
Why labours Reafin ? InftinSi were as well ; 
Inflind, far better ; what can ehufe^ can err : 
O how infallihle the thoughtlefs Brute I 
•* 'Twere well his Holinefs were half as furc, 
Reafon with Inclination^ why at War I 
Why Senfe of Guilt ? Why Confcience up in Arms?'* 



<( 
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Confcience of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pain, 
And Bofom cou^icil to decline the Blow. 
Reafon with Inclination ne'er had jarr'd. 
If nothing Future paid Forbearance Here. 
Thus on — Tbefe, and a thonfand Pleas uncalled. 
All promi/e, feme enfure, a fecond Scene ; 
Which, were it. doubtful^ would be dearer far 
Than all Things elfe moft certain ; were itfalfe^ 
What ^ruth on Earth fo precious as the Lye ? 
^his World it gives us, let what will enfue ; 
This World it gives, in that high Cordial, Hope : 
The Future of the prefect is the Soul : 
How this Life groans, when fever'd from the next ? • 
Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Difbelicves t 
By dark Diflruil his Being cut in two. 
In both Parts periflies ; Life void of Joy, 
Sad Prelude of Eternity in Pain ! 

Couldfl Thou perfuade me, the next life oould M 
Our ardent Wifhes ; how ihould I pour out 
My bleeding Heart in Anguilh, /r^iv, as deep ! 
Oh ! with what Thoughts, thy Hope^ and my Defpdrt 
Abhorr'd Annihilation ! blafts the Soul, 
And wide- extends the Bounds of human Woe f ^ 
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aid I believe Lorenzo's Syftem true, 
this black Channel would my Ravings run* 

" Grief from the Future borrowed Peace, cre-while. 
The Future n)anijht ! and the Prefent pain' d I 
Strange Import of unprecedented 111 ! 
Fall, how profound ! Like Lucifer's, the Fall! 
Unequal Fate ! His Fall, without his Guilt f 
From where fond Hope built her Pavilion high 
The Gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurPd at once 
To Night ! To Nothing I Darker ftill than Night. 
If 'twas a Dream, why wake me, my word Foe, 
Lorenzo ! boaflful of the Name of Friend f 

O for Delufion ! O for Error ftill f 

Could Vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 

A Thinking Being in a World like This, 

Not over- rich before, notv beggar'd quite ; 

More curft than at the Fall? — The Sun goes out ? 

The Thorns (hoot up ! What Thorns in ev'ry Thougl^? 

Why Senfe of Better ? It imbitters Worfe. 

Why Senfe ? Why Life ? If but to ftgh, then fink 

To what I was ? T^wice Nothing ! and much Woe! 

Woe, from Heav'n's Bounties ! Woe, from what waa 
wont 
■ To flatter, moft, high Intelle^ual Foyers. 

** Thought^ Virtue f Knoivlege I Bleffings, by thy SdlCme^ 

* All poifon'd into Pains. Firft, Kno^wlege^ once 
*. My Soul's Ambition, now her greateft Dread. 

* To know myfelfy true Wifdom ? — »No, to ihua 
*. That (hocking Science. Parent of Defpair ! 

* Avert thy Mirror : If I fee, I die. 

** Knrw my Creator ! Climb His bled: Abode 

* By painful Speculation, pierce the Veil, 

'* Dive in His Nature, read His Attributes, 

•' Afed^gaSrS ki Admiration — on a Foe, 

itruding Life, with-holdhig^appinefs ! 
Sspfe the full Rivers that furround-Hls Throne^ 
Itit letting fall one Drop of Joy on A^an; 

^:X - I 2 ' ^ 
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•* Man gafping for one Drop, that he might ceafe 
** To curfe his Birth, nor envy Reptiles more \ 
« Ye fable Clouds ! Ye darkeft Shades of Night ! 
** Hide Him^ for ever hide Him, from my Thought, 
" Once all my Comfort ; Source, and Soul of Joy ! 
Now leagu'd with Furies, and with Thee, againft nu 



« 
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" Kntyw His Jtchie<vementj ! Study His Renown ! 

Contemplate this amazing Univerfe, 
** Dropt from His Hand, with Miracles replete I 
** For what ? *Mid Miracles of nobler Name, 
" To find one Miracle of Mifiry ? 

To find the Being, which alone can kno'w 

And p-aife His Works, ^ Blemifh on His Praife ? 

Thro' Nature's ample Range, in Thought, to ftrole, 
" And flart 2XMan^ the fingle Mourner 1 here. 

Breathing highHope ! chained down to Pangs, and Deal 
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** Knowing is SufTring : And fhall Virtue fhare 
The Sigh of Knoixjlege ? Virtue fhares the Sigh. 
By draining up the Steep of Excellent y 
By Battles fought, and, from Temptation^ won. 
What gains (he, but the Pang of feeing Worth, 
Angelic Worth, foon, (huffled in the Dark * 
•* With cv'ry Vice, and fwcpt to brutal Dufl ? 
•* Merit is Madnefs ; Virtue is a Crime j 
•* A Crime to Reafin^ if it cofts us Pain 
** Unpaid : What Pain, amidft a thoufand more, 
** To think the moft Ahandon^d^ after Days 
•* Of Triumph o'er their Betters, iind in Death 
.'' As foft a Pillow, nor make fouler Clay! 



** Duty ! Religion ! ^Thefe, our Duty done. 

Imply Reward. Religion is Miilake. 

Duty f There's none, but to repel the Cheat. 

Ye Cheats ! away ! ye Daughters of my Pride ! 

Who feign yourfelves the Fav'rjtesofJie^Skies ; 

Ye tow'nng Hopes I abortive^ Energies ! 
•* That tofs, andjlruggle in my lying Breaft, 
*< To fcals-iKc'Skies, and build Prefuroptions There, 
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s I were Heir of an Eternity, 

ain, vain Ambitions ! trouble me no more. 

7hy travel far in Queft of fure Defeat ? 

.s bounded as my Being, be my WiHi. 

U k inverted, Wifdom is a Fool. 

'tife ! take the Rein ; blind Paffson ! drive us on ; 

nd, Ignorance I befriend us on our Way j 

e nvw\ but trueft Patrons of our Peace ! 

es ; give the Pulfe full Empire ; live the Brute^ . 

nce^ as the Brute, we die. The Sum of Man^ 

f Godlike Man ! to re^el^ and to rot. 

Bat not on equal Terms with other Brutes : 
mr Revels a more poignant Relifh yield» 
nd fafer too ; They never Poifons chufe. 

" hfiinSy than Reafon^ makes more wholfome Meab^ 

** And fends all-marring Murmur far away. 

" ^Qvfen/ual Life They beft Philofophize ; 

" 7heirSf that Serene^ the Sages fought in vain : 

" Tis Man alone expoftulates with Heav'n ; 

" Hisy all the Pow^r^ and all the Caufe^ to mourn. 

" Shall human Eyes alone diiTolve in Tears ? 

" And, bleed, in Anguifh, none but human Hearts f 

" The wide-ftretcht Realm of Tntelleaual^oe, 

** Sarpaffing Sen/ual far, is All our Own, 

" In Life fo fatally diftinguifht, why 

" Call in one Lot, confounded, lumpt, in Death ? 
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** Ere yet in Being, was Mankind in Guilt ? • 
Why thunder'd this peculiar Claufe againft us. 
All-mortal^ ai^ All-^wr etched ! — ^Have the Skies 
Reafons of State, their Subjects may not fcan. 
Nor humbly reafon, when ^vf firtly figh ? 
All-mortal^ and All -nvr etched !'^'"Tii too much; 
Unparallel'd in Nature : 'Tis too much 
On Being unrequefted at Thy Hands» 
Omnipotent \ for I fee nought but Ponmr, 



" And why fee That ? Why Thought ? To toil, and eat, 
V Tlieii make our Bed in Darknefs, needs no Thought. 

Is ff What 
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** What Superfluities are reasoning Souls f 

•* Oh give Eternity ! or Thought deftroy. 

•* But without Thought our Curfe were half-unfclt ; 

^' Its blunted Edge would fpare the throbbing Heart, 

•* And, therefore J 'tis beilow'd. I thank thee, Reafmf 

** For aiding Lifers too fmall Calamities, 
And giving Being to the Dread of Death, 
Such are thy Bounties ! — ^Was it then too much 
For fflff, to trefpafs on the Brutal Rights ? 

**^ Too much for Heanin to make one Emmet more? 

" Too much for Chaoi to permit my Mafs 

** A longer Stay with Effences unwrought, 

** Unfafhion'd, untormentedlnto A^» .^ 

^* Wretched Preferment to this Round of Pains ! 

" Wretched Capacity of Phrenfy, Thought ! f 

** Wretched Capadty of Dying, Life ! 

** Ufe, Thought, Worth, Wifiom, All (O foul Revolt !) 

f * Once Friends to Peace, gone over to the ^ot, 

** Death, then, has chang'd its Nature too : O Death! 

•* Come to my Bofom, Thou beft Gift of Heav'n I 

** Beft Friend of Man ! iince Man is Man no more. 

** Why in this thorny Wildernefs fo long, 

" Since there's no Promised Land'% ambrofial Bower, 

*' To pay me with its Honey for my Stings ? 

" If needful to. the felfilh Schemes of Heaven 

** To fling us fore, why mockt our Mifery ? 

•* Why this fo fumptuous Infult o'er our Heads ? 

'* Why this illuftrious Canopy difplay'd ? 

<* Why fo magnificently lodg'd Defpair F 

<« At ftated Periods, fure-returning, rollft 

•< Thefe glorious Orbs, that Mortals may compute 

<* Their Length of Labours, and of Pains ; nor lofe 

«* Their Mifery's full Meafure ? — Smiles with Flowers, 

** And Fruits, promifcuous, ever- teeming Earth, 

*• That Man may languiih in luxurious Scenes, 

** And in an Eden mourn his wither'd Joys ? 

'* Claim Earth and Skies Man's Admiration, due 

«< For fuch Delights I Blefl Animals! too Wife 

** To bonder i and too Happy to c^tnplain I 

•5 .. ** « Ouf 
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" Oar Doom decreed demands 2, mournful Scene : 

Why not a Dungeon dark, for the Condemn'' df 

Why not the Dragon's fubterranean Den, 

For Man to howl in ? Why not his Abode 

Of the fame difmal Colour with his Fate ? 

A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaft Expence 

Of Time, ToiJ, Treafure, Art, for Owls and Adders,; 

As congruous, as, for Map, this l^fty Dome, 

Which prompts proud Thought, ai)4 kindles high Defers 's 

If, from her humble Chamber in the Duft, 

WhUe proud Thought fwdls,* and high Defire inflames. 

The poor Worm csJls us for her Inmates tber$ ; 

And, round us. Death's inexorable Hand 

Draws the dark Curtam clofe ; undrawn no more* 

•* Undranvn no more /—^Behind the Glottd of D^fitts 
Once, I beheld a Sun ; a Sun which gik 
That fable Cloud, and turn'd it all to Gold : 
How the Gra^^s alter'd ! Fatbomlefs, as Hell f 
A real Hell to Thofe who dreamt of Heaven. 
Annihilation ! How it yawns before me ! 
Next Moment I may drop from Thought, from Sen/e^ 
The Privilege of Jngels, and of Worms, 
An Outcaft from Exiftence ! And this Spirit, 
This all-pervading, this all-confcious Soul, 
This Particle of Energy divine. 
Which travels Nature, flies from Star to Star, 
And vifits Gods, and emulates their Powers, 
For ever is extinguifht. Horror ! Death I 
Death of th^ Death Ifearlefs, once furvey'd !— 
When Horror Univerfal fhall defcend. 
And Heav'n's dark Concave urn all Human Race# 
On that enormous, unrefunding Tomb, 
How juft this Verfe ! this monumental Sigh ! '* 
Beneath the Lumber of demolifi?t Worlds^ 
Deep ih the Ruhbtjh of the general Wrecks 
Si^epf Ignominious to the common Maf$ 
Of Matter , nen)^ dignify* d 'with Life ^ ..* 

Mere lie proud Ratiouals ; The Sons of Heaven 7 

I 4 ^ 
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The Lords of Earth ! The Property of Worms ! 
Beings of Tefterday^ and no To-morrowj ! 
Who linj^d in Terror^ and in Pangs expired ! 
^li gone to rot in Chaos ; or, to make 
Their happy Tranfit into Blocks or Brutes, 
l^or longer fully their CrbatorV 'Name, 

Lorenzo! hear, paufc, ponder, and pronouilce. 
Juft is this Hiftory ? U fuch is Man, 
Mankind's Hiftorian, tho' Divine, might weep. 
And dares Lozenzo (mile ? — I know thee Proud ; 
For once let Pride befriend thee : Pride looks pale 
At fuch a Scene, and fighs for fomething more. 
Amid thy Boafts, Prefumptions, and Difplays, 
And art Thou Then a Shadow ? Lefs than Shade ? 
A Nothing ? Lefs than Nothing ? To hanje been, 
And not to he^ is lower tlian Unborn. 
Art thou ambitious ? Why then make the Worm 
Thine Equal ? Runs thy Tafte of Pleafure high ? 
Why patronize fure Death of ev'ry Joy ? 
Charm Riches ? Why chufe Begg'ry in the Grave, 
Of ev'ry Hope a Bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Ambition^ Pleafure^ A'varice^ perfuade Thee 
To make that World of Glory, Rapture, VVealth, 
They ♦ lately pro^^d, thy Soul's Supreme Defirc, 

What art thou made of ? Rather, how Unmade ? 
Great Nature's Mailer-appetite deflroy'd ! 
Is endlefs Life, and Happinefs, defpis'd ? 
Or Both wifht, Here^ where Neither can be found ? 
Such Man's perverfe, eternal War with Ifeav'n f 
Dar'ft Thou perfift ? And is there nought on Earth, 
But a long Train of tranfitory Forms, 
Rifing, and breaking. Millions in an Hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantaflic Deity, blown up 
In Sport, and then in Cruelty deftroy'd ? . 
Oh ! for what Crime, unmerciful Lorenzo f 
Deftroys thy Scheme the Whole of human Race ? 

Kind is fill Lucifer, compar'd to Thee : 

^ Oil 

• In the Sixth Night. 
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Ob ! {pare this Wade of Being half divine 1 
And vindicate th^ Oeconomy of Heaven. 

Heav*n is all Love j all Joy in giving Joy : 
It never had created, but to blefs : 
And fhall It, then, fh-ike off the Lift of Life, 
A Being bleft, or Worthy yi to be ? 
Heaven ftarts at an annihilating God. 

Is That, all Naturt ftarts at, thy Defire ? 

Art fuch a Clod to wifh thyfclf all Clay ? 

What is that dreadful Wifh ?— The dying Groa» 

Of Natut-e, murder'd by the blackeft Guilt, 

What deadly Poifon has thy Nature drank > 
To Nature undebaucht no Shock fo great ; 
Nature's //>/ Wifh is endlefs Happinefi j 
^nnibilation is ah After thought, . 
A monfb-ous Wifh, unborn till Virtue dies. 
And oh ! what Depth of Horror lies inclosed ! 
For Non-exiflence no Man ever wiflit, 
But, firfl, he wiiht the Deity deflroy'd. 

If fo \ what Words are dark enough to draw^ 
Thy Pidure true ? The darkefl are too fair. 
Seneath what, baleful Planet, in what Hour 
Of Defperation, by what Fury's Aid, ^ 
In what inferoal Pofture of the Soul, ^ 

AH Hell invited, and all Hell in Joy, 

At fuch a Birth, a Birth fo near df Kin, 

Did thy foul Fancy whelp fo black a Scheme 

Of Hopti abortive. Faculties half-blown. 

And Deities begun ^ reduced to Dufl ? 

« 

There's nought (thou fayfl) but one eternal Flux 
Of feeble EfTences, tumultuous driven 
Thro' Time^z rough Billows into Nigbt^s Abyfs. 
Say, in this rapid Tide of human Ruin, 
h there no Rock, on which Man's to^ng Thought 
Can refl from Terror, dare his Fate furvey. 
And boldly think it Something to be Born ? 

I 5 Antttik 
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Amid fuch hourly: Wrecks of Bding fair, 
^ Is there no centrsd, all-fufUining Bafe^ 
All*realizingy all-conneding Power, 
Which, as it calPd fbith all Things, can recall. 
And force DefiruSion to refund her S{K>il ? 
Command the Grave reftdre her taken Prey ? 
Bid Death's dark Vale its Humah HikTveft yield. 
And EartK and Ocetin, pay their Debt of Man, 
True to the grand Depofit trufted There ? 
Is there no Potentate, ^hofe out-dretcht Arm, 
When rip'nine Time calls forth ch' appointed Hoar, 
Pluckt ^om foul DfimflatkiC^ famifiit Maw, 
Binds Prefent, Paft, and Fieture^ to his Throne ? 
His Throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 
By germinating Beings clufiVing round ! 
A Garland worthy the Divinity ! 
A Throne, by Heav'n's Omnipotence in Smiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow'ring in the Waves) 
Amidft immenfe EfFufions of his Love ! 
An Ocean of communicated filifs f 

• 

An all-prolific, all prcferving God ! 

This were a Goo indeed. -And fuch is Man, 

As here prefum'd : He rifes from "his Fall. 

Thinkft Thou Omnipotence a naked Root, 

Each Bloffom fair of DeIty dcftroy'd ? 

Nothing is dead ; n^y, Nodiihg flecps ; each Soul, 

That ever animated human Clay, 

Now wakes ; is on the Wing : And where, O where, 

Will the Swarm fettle ? — ^Whcn the Trumpet^ Call, 

As founding Brafs, cdleds us, round Hcav'n"* Throne 

Conglob'd, we bafk in everkfting Day, 

(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for ever. 

Had not the Soul this Outlet to the Skies, 

In this vaft Veffel of the Univerfe, 

How fhould we gafp, as in an empty Void ! 

How in the Pangs of famiftit Hope expire ! 

How bright T^his Profped fliincs ! How gloomy, l[Uu\ 
A trembling Wc»rld I and a d^ouring God ! J 



h, but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
'/n's Fkce all ftain'd with cauflefs MaiTacres 
rountlefs Millions, bom to feel the Pang 
king /^. Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
bids us fhudder at the Thoughts of Lifi: 
> would be bom to fuch a Phantom World, 
Te nought Subftantial, but our Mifery ? 
Te Joy (if Joy) but heightens our Diftrefs^ 
)on to perifh, and revive no more ? 
greater y«f3& a Joy, the more It pains, 
^orld, where dark, myfterious Vanity 
3ood, and ///, the diflant Colours blends, 
founds all Rea/on, and all Hope deflroys ; 
on, and Hope, our fole Afylum Mere / 
/"orld, fo far from Great (and yet how Great 
ines to Thee I) there's nothing Real in it ; 
g-, a Shadow ! Co/t/ciou/ne/s, a Dream ! 
ream, how dreadful ! Univerfal Blank 
re it, and Behind ! Poor Man, a Spark 
n Non-exiftence ftruck by Wrath divine, 
t'ring a Moment, nor that Moment fure, 
Ift Upper, Nether, and Surrounding Nighf, 
Sad, Sure, Sudden, and Eternal Tomb ! 

ORENzo ? doll Thou /eel thefe Arguments I 
s there nought but Vetigeance can be felt ? 
V haft Thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 
^f dar'd India Him of a World like This ? 
ich the World, Creation was a Crime ; 
what is Crime, but Caufe of Mifery ? 
a6l, Blafphemer ! And unriddle This, 
sndlefs Arguments above, he/otu, 
bout us, and ivithin, the fhort Reful t 
F MdiCi Immortal y theris a God in Heaven,'**, 

It wherefore fuch Redundancy ? Such Wafte 
Argument ? One fets my Soul at Reft j 
obvious, and at Hand, and. Oh ! — at Heart, 
aft the Skies, Philander s Life fo pain'd, 
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His Heart fo pure ; tbat^ ox fucciedlng Scenes 
Have Palms lo give, or ne'er had He been born. 

• 

" What an old Tale is This /" Lorenzo cries.— 
I grant this Argument is old ; but Truth 
No Years impair ; and had not This been True, 
Thou never hadft defpis^d it for its Age. 
Truth is Immortal as thy Soul ; and Fable 
As fleeting as thy Joys : Be wife, nor make 
Heav'n*s higheft Blefiing, Vengeance ; O be wife ! 
Nor make a Curfe of Immortality. 

Say, know'ft Thou what It is ? Or what Thou art ? 
Know'ft Thou th' Importance of a Soul Immortal ? 
Behold this Midnight Glory ; Worlds on Worlds ! 
Amazing Pomp ! Redouble this Amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice Ten thoufand more j 
Then weigh the Whole ; One Soul outweighs them All ; 
And calls th' aftonifliing Magnificence 
Of unintelligent Creation poor. 

For This, believe not me ; no Man believe ; 
Truft not in Words, but Deeds ; and Deeds no lefs 
Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor His, a Few ; 
Confult them All ; confulted. All proclaim 
Thy Soul's Importance : Tremble at Tbyfelf ; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 
Has wak'd, and worked, for Ages j from the Birdi 
Of Nature to this Unhelicving Hour. 

In this fmall Province of His vaft Domain 
(All Nature bow, while I pronounce his Name I) • 
What has God done, and not for this {ole End, 
To refcue Souls from Death ? The SouPs high Price 
Is writ in all the Condud of the Skies. 
The Souls high Price is the Creation'' s Key, 
Unlocks its Myfteries, and naked lays 
^"he genuine Caufe of evVy Deed divine : 
That^ is the Chain of Ages, which maintains 
Their obYiou& CoiyeCjgoiA^n^^ ^xid unites \\ 
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[oft diftant Periods in One bleil Defign : 

bat, is the mighty Hinge, on which have tuni*d 

U Revolutions^ whether we regard 

'he Natural, Civil, or Religious, World ; 

^he Former Two, but Servants to the Third : 

.^0 That their Duty done, they Both expire, 

rheir Ma/s new-caft, forgot their DeeJs renfywrCd^ 

\xA Angels aik, *' Where once they Jhone fo ftdr ? " 

To lift us from this Abjefb, to Sublime ; 

rhis Flux, to Permanent ; this Dark to Day ; 

This Foul, to Pure ; this Turbid, to Serene ; 

This Mean, to Mighty ! — for this glorious End 

Th' Almighty, riiing, his long Sabbath broke ; 

The World was Made ; was Ruin'd ; was Reftor'd ; 

Laws from the ^kies were PublifhM ; were Repealed ; 

Ob £tfr/i& Kings, Kingdoms, rofe; Kings, Kingdoms, fell ; 

Fam'd Sages lighted up the Pagan World ; 

Prophets from ^ion darted a keen Glance 
Thro' diftant Age ; Saints travelled ; Martyrs bled ; 
By Wonders facred Nature flood controul'd j 
The Living were Tranflated ; Dead were Raised ; 
Angels, and more than Angels, came from Heaven ; 
And, oh I for This, defcended lower ftill ; 
Gilt was Heirs Gloom ; aflonilht at his Guefl, 
For one (hort Moment Lucifer ador'd : 
Lorenzo I and wilt Thou do lefs ? — For This, 
That Hallofw^d Page, Fools fcoiF at, was infpir'd. 
Of all thefe Truths thrice -venerable Code ! 
heifts ! perform your Quarentine ; and then. 
Fail proftrate, ere you touch it, left youtiie. 

Nor lefs intenfely bent Infernal Powers 
To mar, than thofe of Light, this End to gain, 
what a Scene is Here I — Lorenzo ! wake; 
Kife to the Thought ; exert, expand, thy Soul 
To take the vaU Idea : It denies 
AU elfe the Name of Great. Two warring Worlds f 
Not Europe againft Afric ; Warring Worlds, 
Of morf than Mortal ! mounted on the Wing f 
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On ardent Wings of Energy^ and Zeal, 

High-hov'ring o'er this little Brand of Strife I 

This fublunary Ball — ^But Strife, for what ? 

In their own Caufe confli^ng ? No ; in TJ^ne, 

In Man^s. Hisfittgle Int'reft blows the Flame ; 

His the fole Stake ; His Fate the Trumpet founds. 

Which kindles War Immortal. How It bums ! 

Tumultuous Swarms of Deities in Arms ! 

Force Force oppofing, till the Waves run high. 

And tempcft Nature's univerfal Sphere. 

Such Oppofkes Eternal, Stedfaft, Stern, 

Such Foes Implacable, are GW, and ///; 

Yet Man, vain Man, would mediate Peace between thm. 

Think not this Fidion. " There nvai War in Heerjen'^ 
From Hcav'n's high cryftal Mountain were It hung, 
Th' Almighty's outftretcht Arm took down his Bow: 
And (hot His Indignation at the Deep : 
Rc-thunder'd H^//, and darted all her Fires.— 
And Teems the Stake of little Moment flill ? 
And flumbers Man^ who fmgly caus'd the Storm > 
He fleeps. — And art Thou fhockt at Myfteries ? 
The Greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refleft. 
What Ardor, Care, and Counfel, Mortals caufe 
In Breads Divine ! How little in their own ! 

Where- e'er I turn, how new Proofs pour upon me ! 
How happily This wond'rous View fupports 
My Former Argument ! How ftrongly^r/jf^/ 
Immortal Lifeh full Demonfbation, Here ! 
Why this Exertion ? Why this ftrange Regard 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to Man ?— • 
Becaufe, in Man, the glorious, dreadful Power, 
Extremely to be Pain'd, or Bleft, for E'ver. 
Duration gives Importance ; fwells the Price. 
An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, 
What would He be ? A Trifle of no Weight ; 
Or Stand, or Fall ; no Matter which ; He's gone. 
Becaufe liA'iAOYcT ^\.y therefore is indulg'd 
This ill an ge .Regard of Deities to Dull. 

Hence 
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Hence, Heav'n looks down on Earth with all her Eyes : 

Hence, the SovPs mi^ty Moment in her Sight : 

Hence, ev'ry Soul has Partifans Above, 

-And ev'ry Thou^ a Critic in the Skies : 

Hence, Clay, rile City ? has Angels for its Gnard^ 

^nd ev'ry Guard a Paffion for his Charge: 

Hence, firoiti all Age, the Cabinet divine 

Has held high Counfel o'er the Fate of Man. 

Nor have the Clouds thofe gnu^as Couniels hid. 
Angels undrew the Curtain of the Throne, 
And Pro VI DEN CE came forth to meet Mankind : 
In various Modes of Empbaiis^ and Awe, 
He fpoke his Will, and trembling Nature heard ; 
He fpoke it loud, in Thunder, and in Storm. 
Witnefs, Thou Sinai f whofe Goud-cover'd Height, 
And Ihaken Bdis, own'd the prefent God : 
Witnefs, ye Billows ! whofe returning Tide, 
Breaking the Chain that fallen'd it in Air, 
Swept Egypt, and her Menaces, to Hell : 
Witnefs, ye Flames ! th' AJfyrian Tyrant blew 
To fev'nfold Rage, as Impotent, as Strong : 
And Thou J Earth I witnefs, whofe expanding Jaws 
Clos'd o'er -f* PrefumptiotCs facrilegious Sons : 
Has not each Element, in Turn, fubfcriVd 
The SouPs high Price, and fworn it to the Wife ? 
Has not Flame, Ocean, JBther, Earthquake, drove 
To ftrike this truths tiiro' adamantine Man ? 
If not All- adamant, Lorenzo ( hear; 
All is Deluiion, Nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold Night, from Reafon's keenefl Eye ; 
There's no Confiftence, Meaning, Plan, or End, 
In all beneath the Sun, in all above, 
(As far as Man <:an penetrate) or Heaven 
is an Immenfc, Ineftimable Prize ; 
Or All is Nothing, or that Prize is All.— 
Andfhall each 7oy be ftill a Match for Heaven > 
And ftiU Equivalent for Groans Below ? 
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WJio would not give a Trifle to prevent 

What He would give a Thoufand Worlds to curef 

Lorenzo f Thou hail feen (if Thine, to fee) 
All Nature, and her God j(hy Nature's Courfe, 
And Nature's Courfe controuPd) declare for me : 
The Skies Above proclaim •* Immortal Man !" 
And, " Man Immortal / '*^ all Below refounds. 
The World's a Syftem of Theology, 
Read, by the greateft Strangers to the Schools ; 
If Honcfi^ Learn'd ; and Sages o'er a Plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on Thee 
This hard Alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy Reafofiy and thy Senfe ; or, to Believe ? 
What then is Unbelief? 'Tis an Exploit ; 
A ftrenuous Enterprize ; To gain it, Man 
Mull burft thro' ev'ry Bar of common Senfe, 
Of common Shame, magnanimoufly wrong ; 
And what rewards the llurdy Combatant ? 
His Prize, Repentance ; Infamy^ his Crown. 

But wherefore. Infamy ? — For want of Worth 
Down the deep Precipice of Wrong He Aides ; 
There's nothing to fupport him in the Right, 
Faith in the Future wanting, is, at lead 
In Embryo^ ev'ry Weaknefs, cv'ry Guilt v 
And ftrong Temptation ripens it to Birth, 
If this Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 
Why not his Country fold, his Father flain I 
'Tis Virtue to purfue our Good Supreme ; 
And his Supreme, his 0»^ Good is Here, 
Ambition^ A'v^rice^ by the Wife difdain'd. 
Is perfedl Wifdom^ while Mankind are Fools ^ 
And think a Turf, or Tombftone, covers All ; 
T^hefe find Employment, and provide for Senfe 
A richer Failure, and a larger Range ; 
And Senfe by Right divine afcends the Throne, 
When Reafcn\ Prize and Profpedl are no more j 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heaven. 
Would Heav'n quite heggnr Virtue, if bdov*d f 
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* Has Virtue Charms ? "-^I grant Her heavenly Fair j 
8ut if un-portion'd, all will Int'*reft wed ; 
rho' T^bat our Admiration^ ^hi$ our Choice, 
rhe Virtues grow on Immortality ; 
rhat Root deftroy'd, they wither and expire. 
\ Deity belicv'd, will nought avail ; 
Rewards and Funijhments make God ador'd ; ^ 
KtA Hopes and Fears give Confcience all her Power. 
A.S in the dying Parent dies the Child, 
Virtue y with Immortality^ expires. 
Who tells me He denies his Soul Immortal, 
Whatever his Boafl, has told me. He's a Knave, 
His Duty 'tis, to love Himfelf alone ; 
Kor care tho' Mankind perifh, if He fmiles. 
Who thinks ere-long the Man fhall nvMly die, 
ts dead already ; nought but Brute furvives. 

And are there fuch ? — Such Candidates there ar« 
For more than Death ; for utter Lofs of Being ; 
Being, the Bafis of the Deity ! 
Alk you the Cau/e /*— The Caufe they will not tell ; 
Kor need they : Oh the Sorceries of Sen/e f 
7hey work this Transformation on the Soul, 
Difmount her like the Serpent at the Fall, 
Bifmount her from her native Wing (which foar'd 
Ere-while ethereal Heights), and throw her down. 
To lick the Duft, and crawl, in fuch a Thought. 

Is it in Words to paint you ? O ye FaH'n f 
Fall'n from the Wings of Reaforiy and of Hofe ! 
Ercft in Stature, Prone in Appetite ! 
Patrons of Pleafure, polling into Pain I 
Lovers of Argument, averfe to Senfe I 
Boafters of Liberty, faft-bound in Chains ? 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame f 
More Senfelefs than th' Irrationals you fcorn ! 
More Bafe than thofe you rule ! Than thofe you pity. 
Far moare Undone ! O ye ifioft infamous 
Of Beings, from Superior .Dignity I 

/^ Deepeft 
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Deeped in Woe from Means of boundlefs Blifs ! | 

Ye curft by Bkfllngs infinite ! Becau(e \ 

Moil highly favourM, moil pofoundly loH \ | 

Ye motly Mafs of ContradiSiiou ftrong ! \ 

And are you, too, convinced, your Souls fly off 
In Exhalation foft, and die in Ave, 
From the full Flood of Evidence againfi yon f ] 

In the coarfe Drudgeries, and Sinks of Sen/if, - j 

Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heaven^ \ 
By Vice new-caft, and Creatures of your own ; 
But tho' you can deform , you can*t dejlroy i 
To curfe^ not uncreate^ is all your Power. 

Lorenzo! this black Brotherhood renounce ^ 
Renounce St. Evrmont^ and read St. Pauh 
Ere rapt by Miracle, by Reafon wing'd 
His mounting Mind made long Abode in Heaven. 
7bis is Freetbtnking^ unconfin'd to Parts^ 
To fend the Soul, on curious Travel bent. 
Thro' all the Provinces of Human Thought, 
To dart her Flight, thro' the whole Sphere of Manj 
Of this vaft Univerfe to make the Tour j 
In each Recefs oi Space ^ and Time^ at Home ; 
FamilialfVith their Wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a Prince of boundlefs Int'rcfts Thfre^ 
Still mod ambitious of the mod Remote ; 
To look on Truth unbroken, and intire 5 
Truth in the Syfiem, the full Orb ; where Truths 
By Truths enlighten'd, and fuftain'd, afford 
An arcli-like, iTrong Foundation, to fupport 
Th' incumbent Weight of abfolute, complete 
Con^t3ion ; Here, the more we prefs, we (land 
More Firm ; Who moft Examine moft Believe. 
Parts, like Half-fentences, confound ; the WboU 
Conveys the Senfe, and God is underftood ; 
Who not in Fragments writes to Human Race : 
Read his fwhole Volume, Sceptic ! then Re|dy. 

This^ This, is Thinking-free, a Thought that grafps 

Beyond a Grain, and looks beyond an Hour. 

Tui 
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iim up thine Eye, furvcy tliis Midnigkt Scene ; 
liat are £arth*s Kingdomi^^ to yon boundlefs Orbs, 
f human Souls, one Day, the deftin'd Range ? 
^nd what yon boundlefe Orbs, to Godlike Man P 
'hofe numerous Worlds that throng the Firmament^ 
^nd aik more Space in Heav'n, can rowl at large 
ti Man's capacious Thought, and itill leave Room 
or ampler Orbs ; for ne^w Creations, There, 
^'^lifuch a Soul contract itfelf, to gripe 
^ Point of no Dimenfion, of no Weight ? 
t can ; it does : The World is fuch a Point, 
^d, of that Point, hovr /mall a Part enflaves ? 

How fmall a Part— of Nothing, fhall I fay ? 
''hy not \^^Frimds, our chie/TresSatc I How they drop I 
vciA, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone! 
he Grave, like fabled Cerherus, has op^d 

Triple Mouth ; and, in an awful Voice, 
Dud calls my Soul, and utters All I ling. 
ow the World falls to-pieces round about us, 
nd leaves us in a Ruin of our Joy ! 

hat fays This Tranfportation of my Friends ? 

bids me loye the Place where no^ they dwell, 
nd fcorn this wretched Spot, they leave fo Poor, 
ternity's vaft Ocean lies before thee ; 
here, There, Lorbnzo! thy Clarissa fails, 
ive thy Mind Sea- Room ; keep it wide of Earthy 
hat Rock of Souls immortal ; cut thy Cord ; 
^eigh Anchor ; fpread thy Sails ; call ev'ry Wind ; 
ye thy Great Pole-flar ; make the Land of Life. 

Two Kinds of Life has douhle-natur'dM.zxi^ 

nd Two of Death ; the Laft far more fevere. 

'ife animal is nurtured by the Sun ; * 

^hrives on his Bounties, triumphs in his Beams. 

^fe rational fubiifls on higher Food, 

^riumphant in His Beams, who made the Day. 

^hen we leave that Sun, and are left by this, ^ 

^he Fate of all who die in ilubbom Guilt) M 

lis utter Darknefs ; fbiaiy Double Dc^ath. fl 

Wf 
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We fink by no Judicial Stroke of Heaven, 
But Nature's Courfe ; as fure as Plupibets fall'. 
Since God, or Man, xnuftalter, ere tkey meet, 
(For Light and Darkness Uend not in one Sphere)' 
*Tis manifeil, Lorenzo \ 'wk$ muft change. ^^ 

I^ theft, that DoahU Death fhould prove thy Lot^ v 
Blame not the Bowels of the Deity j 
Man fhall be bleft, as far as Man permits. 
Not Man alone, all Rati^nah^ Heav*n arms 
With an Jlluftrious, but Tremendous, Power 
To counter-a£t Its own mod gracious Ends; 
And this, of flridl Neceflity, not Choice ; 
7hat Pow'r denyM, Mtn^ Angels^ were no more. 
But paffive Engines, void of Praife, or Blame. 
A Nature Rational implies the Power 
Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleafe f 
Elfe idle Reafin would have nought to do ; 
And he that would be barr'd Capacity 
Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Blifs. 
Heaven ijuills our Happinefs, allows our Doom ;- 
In^vites us ardently, but not comfels ; 
Heav'n \}\xt per/uades^ almighty Man decrees ; 
Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates, 
Man falls by Man, if finalty He falls i 
And fall He muft^ who learns from Death alone^ 
The dreadful Secret, — That he li<ves for Ever. 

Why This to thee } Thee yet, perhaps, in Doubt 
Of Second Life ? But wherefore doubtful ftill I 
Eternal Life is Nature's ardent Wifh ; 
What ardently we wilh, v/tfoon believe : 
Thy tardy Faith declares that Wilh deftroy'd r 
What has defhoyl! it ?— Shall I tell thee. What ? 
When/^^rV the Future y 'tis no longer wiiht ; 
And, when Unwiftit, vitftri<ve to Difbelieve. 
« Thus Infidelity our Guilt betrays^ 
Nor that thtfile Detection ! Blufh, Lorenzo ! 
Blufh for Hypqcrify, if not for Guilt. 



ic Future fear* dP An Infidel, and fear! 
ar what ? a Dream ? 3. Fable ? — How thy Dread, 
wiilltng Evidence^ and therefore Strongs 
Sords my Caufe an imdefign'd Support ! 
ow Dijhelief zScixmSf^ what it denies I 
//, una^wares^ ajferti Immortal Li/e*''''^ 
irprifing ] Infidelity turns out 
Creedj and a Confejfion of our Sins : 
poflateSf thus, are Orthodox Divines. 

Lorenzo I with Lorenzo cla(h no more ; 

or longer a Tranfparent Vizor wear. 

link^ft Thou, Keligiou only has her Made ? 

rr Infidels are Satan'*% Hypocrites, 

ttend the Worft, and, at the Bottom, fail, 

hen vifited hy Thought (Thought <will intrude), 

cc Him they ferve. They tremble, and belie<ve» 

there Hypocrify fo foul as This ? 

fatal to the Welfare of the World ? 

lat Deteftation, what Contempt, their Due ? 

d, if unpaid, be thank'd for their Efcape 

'zt <Phrillian Candor they /r;V^ hard to fcom. 

not for that Afylum, they might find 

Hell OH Earth ; nor 'fcape a worfe Below, 

With Infolence, and Impotence of Thought, 
ftead of racking Fancy, to refute, 
tform thy Manners, and the Truth enjoy. '-^ 
It fliall I dare confefs the dire Refult ? 
ui thy proud Reafon brook fo black a Brand ? 
'om purer Manners, to fublimer Faith, 
Nature's unavoidable Afcent ; 
D honef Deift, where the Gofpel fhines, 
fatur'd to nobler, in the Chrifian ends, 
^ben that l)leil Change arrives, e'en caft afide 
Ivis Song fuperfluous ; Life immortal ftrikes 
onvidion, in a Flood of Light Di<vine. 
' ChriJHan dwells, like f Uriel, in the Sans 
Icrjdian Evidence puts Doubt to Flight ; t 
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And ardent Hope anticipates the Skies. 

Of that bright Sun, Lorenzo ! fcale the, Sphere; 

'Tis eafy ; It invites thee ; It defcends 

From Heav*n to wooe, and waft thee whence It camej 

Read and revere the Saergd Ptige ; a Page 

Where triumphs hnmoriality ; a Page 

Which not the whole Creati§n could prodkice ; 

Which not the ConJUigratian (hall deftro)r ; 

In Nature*s Ruins not one Letter loft : 

•Tis printed in the Mind of Gods for ever. 

In proud Difdain of what e^en Gods adore, 
Doft fmile? — Poor Wretch f thy Guardian An^el w« 
Angels^ and Metty aflent to what I fmg ; 
Wits fmile, and thank me for my Midnight Dream^ 
How vicious Hearts fume Phrenfy to the Brain ? 
Parts puih us on to Pride, and Pride to Shame ; 
Pert Infidelity is Wit'^ Cockade, *» 

To grace the brazen Brow that braves the Skies, 
By Lofs of Beingy dreadfully fecure. 
Lorenzo ! iS thy Do^ine wins the Day, 
And drives my Dreams, defeated, from the Field ; 
If This is All, if Earth a final Scene, 
Take heed ; ftand fail ; be fure to be a Kno'ue ; 
A Knave in Grain I ne'er deviate to the Right : 
Shouldft Thou be G<m<^— How infinite thy Lofs ? 
Guilt only makes Annihi lotion Gain. 
Bleft Scheme f which life deprives of Comfort^ Dea^ 
Of Hope ; and whidi Vice only recommends. 
If fo ; ivbere. Infidels ! your Bait thrown out 
To catch weak Converts ? ffherg yoiir lofty Boaft 
Of Zeal for Virtue^ and of Lave to Man ? 
Annihilation I I confefs, in Thefe, 

What can Reclaim you } Dare I hope profound 
Fhilofophers the Converts' of a Song P 
Yet know. Its * Title flatters ^»k, not me ; 
Yours be the* Praife to make ;wy Title good ; 
Mine, to BllTs Heaven, and triumph in ^^r Pfaife. 

• The Infickl Rcclauned, 
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fince fo Peftilential your Difcafc, 
ugh fov'reign is the Mcd'dne I prefcribe, 
iret, I'll neracr Triumph, nor Defpair : 
hope, ere-long my Midnight Dream will wake 
r Hearts, and teach your Wifdom — to be wife : 
why ftiould Souls Immortal, made for Blifs, 
wifh (and wi(h in vain !) that Souls could die > 
It ne'er tan die. Oh ! grant to Ufve ; and crown 
I Wifh, and Aim, and Labour of the Skies ; 
eafe, and §nter on the Joys of Heaven : 
IS fhall my Title pafs a /acred Seal, 
eive an Imprimatur from Above, 
lie Angels ftiout— ^/r Infdel Reclaimed! 

•a 

'o clofe, Lorenzo I Spite of all my Pains, 

' feems it ftrange, that Thou (houldft live /or ever? 

: le/s flrange, that Thou ihouldft live at nil? 

' is a Miracle ; and 7hat no more. 

o gave Beginning, can exclude an End. 

ly Thou art : Then, doubt if Tho\x J^alt he. 

/liracle with Miracles inclosM, 

Azn : Andibirts his Faith at what is Strange ? 

lat Ids than Wonders, from the Wonderful ; 

lat lefs than Miractes, from God, can flow ? 

nit a GO /3>— ^hat Myftery Supreme ! 

at Caufe uncaus'd ! AH other Wonders ceafe ; 

thing is Malvellous for Him to do : 

»y M^f— all is Myftery befides ; 

llidns of Myfteries ! Each Darker far, 

lan ^hat fliy Wifdom wotdd, unwifely, fhun. 

nueak thy Faith, why chufe the Harder Side ? 

c nothing knonxj^ bi^ what is Marvellous ; 

t what is Marvellous, wc can't helienje. 

Weak our Reafih, and fo Great our Goi^ ^ 

hat moft furprifes in the Sacred Page, 

full ^ Strange, or Stranger, muft ^ True. 

'th is not ReajfofCi Lat)Our, but Rcpofe. 

To Taifh^ and Virtue, why fo backwali Man ? 
nn Hence :-^The trefeni fbongly ftrikts us All ; 

The 
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The Future^ faintly : Caa we, then, be Men ? 

If Men, Lorenzo ! the Re<verfe is RighL 

Rea/on is Man's Peculiar ; Sen/e^ the Brute's* 

The Prejtnt is the Scanty Realm oi Senfe ; 

The Future, Reafon\ Empire unconiin'd ; 

On T^hat expending all her Godlike Power, 

She Plans, Provides, Expatiates, Triumphs, there ; 

There, builds hexBUJ/ings ; There, expe£b her Fraifi\ 

And nothing afks of Fortune, or of Men. 

And what is Rea/on ? Be (he, thus, defined ; 

Reafon is Uprrtght Stature in the Soul, 

Oh ! be a Man ; — and llrive to be a Go^, 

*' For what ? (Thou fayfl) : To damp the Joys of 
Life?" 
No 5 to give Heart and Suhjiance to thy Joys. 
That Tyrant, Hope ; mark, how fhe domineers ; 
She bids us quit Realities, for Dreams ; . 
Safety, and Peace, for Hazard, and Alarm ; 
That Tyrant o'er the Tyrants of the Soul, 
She bids Ambition quit its taken Prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which // fits, 
Tho' bearing Crowns, to fpring at dijiant Game ; 
And plunge in Toils, and Dangers — for Repofe. . 
If Hope precarious, and of Things, when gained. 
Of Little Moment, and as Little Stay, 
Can fweeten Toils and Dangers into Joys ; 
What then, That Hope, which nothing can defeat. 
Our Leave unafk'd } Rich Hope of boundlefs Blifs ! 
Blifs, paft Jli««'s Pow'r to paint it ; Time's, to clofe ! 

This Hope is Earth's moil efUmable Prize : 
T'his is Man's Portion, while no more than Man : 
Hope, of all Paifions, moil befriends us Here ; 
Paflions of Prouder Name befriend us lefs. 
Joy has her Tears ^ and Tranfport has her Death ; 
Hope^ like a Cordial, innocent, tho' flrong, 
Man's Heart, at once, infpirits, isadiferenes \ 
Nor makes hi^p pay his Wifdom for his Joys % '"" 
'Tis All, our prefent State Kxafafely bear. 
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} the Frame ! and Vigour to the Miod I 
he modell Eye chafitt'd Delight 1 
Fair Summer-Ev'ning, mild, andfweett 
d's full Cup ; his Faradife Bebw r 

K Hereafter, thm^ or Hop'd, or Gain'd, 

-onr Whole of Happinefs : FuU Proof, 

no trivial or inglorious Theme. 

avi, ye Foes to Song ! [well-meaning Men, 

lite forgotten ■ Half your Bihle's Praife!) 

M Tmtii, in fpiic of yer/e, may pleafe : 

dinds you praife ; nor can you praife too tnocli i 

'. U Weight io an Eternity, 

Grave Uften ;— and be graver ftill, 

• The Poetical Futi of it. 
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ITUE's Apology: 

O R, 
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In which are Coniidered, 

loe Love of This L i f e j 

BIT I ON and Pljeasure, with tbi 
and Wisdom, of the World. 
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RTUE's Apology: 

O R, 

dAN of the World Anfwered* 



gjgg N D has all Katnre, then, dTpoua'd my Part t 
l^n Have I brib'd Heav'n, and Eanh, to plaad 

r3 againft thee ? 

[^W And is thy Soul Immortal f-~-'W\iiit remains F 
j|BS All, Alt LoK£HZO I— Make Immontlt 
Bleft. 

Immortals I — What can fliock us more i 
t, LoKENZO lUli affefls tht IVcrU ; 

ftowi his Treafure ; Thence, his Title draw% 

thi Werld! (for fuch wonldft thou be call'd) 
; thoa proud of that inglorioos Style ? 
)f Reproadi ? For a Reproach it luat, 
MK Day»; and Citai.sTiAH, — in an Age, 
Men were Men, and not afham'd of Hearen. 
leir Ambition, as it crown'd their Joy, 
ed with Dews from the Cajialian Font, 
Duld I rc'banUze thee, and confer 
r Spirit, ana a nobler Name. 
t 3 
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Thy fond Attachments iatsA, and inflam*d^ 
Point out my Path, and didlate to my Song : ' 
To Thee, th World bow Fair! How ftrongly ftrifca 
Ambition I and gay Flenfure (Ironger ftill ! 
Thy Triple Banc ! the Triple Bolt, that lays 
Thy Virtue dead ? Be Thtje my Triple Theme ; ^ 
Nor jQiall thy Wr>, or Wifdom^ be forgot. 

Comiicion the Theme ; not fo the Song ; if She 
My Song invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 
The Charm that chains us to the World, her Foe, 
If ihe diflblves, the Man of Earthy at once. 
Starts from his Trance, and iighs for other Scenes ;. 
Scenes, w^ere thefe Sparks of Night, thefe ^tars^ 1 

fhine 
Unnumbered Suns (for all things^ as they are^ 
The Bleft behold) ; and, in one Glory, pour . 
Their blended Blaze on M^^n's adoniflit Sight ; 
A Blaze, — the leaft illuilrious Objed There. 

Lorenzo! iince ^/^rW is at hand. 
To fwallow 7/Ws Ambitions 5 as the vaft • 
Le'viathan^ the Bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming Billow ; what avail ' 

High Titles, high Defcent, Attainments high. 
If unattain'd our f//^/^/?/? /* OLt>R«NZof * 

What lofty Thoughts, thefe Elements above. 
What towVing Hopes, what Sallies from the Sun, 
What grand Surveys of Deftiny divine, 
And pompous Preiage of unfathomM Fate, 
Should roll in Bofoms, where a Spirit burns, , 

Bound for Eternity ! In Bofoms read 
By Him^ who Foibles in Archangels fees ! 
On human Hearts He bends a jedous Eye, 
And marks, and in Heav*n's Regifter inrolls. 
The Rife, and Progrefs, of each Option there ; 
Sacred to Doomfday ! That the Page unfolds, 
(And fpreads us to the Gaze of Gods and Men, ■ 










And what an Option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
lis World ! and This, unrivaird by the Skies I 
World, where Luft of P/ea/ure, Grandeur, Gold, 
Tee Demom thiit divide its Realms between them, 
th Strokes alternate buffet to and fro 
m's reftlefs Heart, their Sport, their flying Ball ; 
J, with the giddy Circle, fick, and ^ir'd, 
)ants for Peace, and drops into Defpair. 
:h is the World Lorenzo fets above 
at glorious Promi/e Angels were efteem'd 

mean to bring ; a Promife, their Ador'^d 
"cended to communicate, and prefs, 
Counfel, Miracle, Life, Death, on Man. 
h is the World Lorenzo's Wifdom wooes, 

1 on its thorny Pillow feeks Repofc ; 
*illow, which, like Opiates ill-prepar'd, 
>xicate8, but not compofes ; fills 

I vifiopary Min4 with gay Chimeras, 

the wild Traih of Sleep, without the Reft ; 

at unfeigned Travel, and what Dreams of Joy ! 

low frail, Meii, Things ! How momentary. Both \ 
itaftic Chace, of Shadows hunting Shades 1 
5 G<iy, the Bufy^ equal, tho' unlike ; 
Jal in Wifdom, differently wife I 
rough flow'ry Meadows, and through dreary Waftes, ^ 
e Buftling, and One Dancing, into Death, 
cre's not a Day, but, to the Man of Thought, 
rays fome Secret, that throws new Reproach 
Life, and makes him fick of feeing more. 
J Scenes of Bujinefs tell us — " What are Men ;" 
5 Scenes of Pleafure—'' What is All befide ;" 
V Others we defpife -, and Here, Ourfelves. 
id Di/guft eternal, dwells Delight ? 
Approbation ilrikes the String of Joy. 

i\i?Lt wondrous Prize has kindled this Career, 
as with the Din^ and choaks us with the Duf!, 
Lifers gay Stage, one Inch above the Grave ? 

: . / K 4 TA 
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The ?roud run up and down in queft of Eyes ; 

The Sen/ual in purfuic of fomething worfe ; 

The Grave, of Gold ; die Politic, of Power ; 

And All, of other Butterflies, as vain f 

As Eddies draw things frivolons, and light. 

How is Man's Heart by Vanity drawn in s 

On the fwift Circle of returning Toys, 

WhirPd, Straw-like, round and round, and then ingulph 

Where gay Delufion darkens to Defpair f 

" This is a beaten Track:'— U This a Track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 
Till enough learnt the Truths it would infpire. 
Shall Truth be filent, becaufe ^oWy fhwns It 
Turn the World's Hiftory ; what find we there» 
But Fortune*s Sports, or Nature's cruel ClainaSy 
Or ff Oman's Artifice, or Man's Revenge, 
And endlefs Inhumanities on Man f 
Fame's Trumpet feldom founds, but, like the Knell, 
It brings bad Tidings : How it hourly blows 
Man's Mifadventures round the lift'ning World! 
Ms^n is the Tale of narrative old Time ; 
Sad Tale ! which high as Paradi/e begins ; 
As if, the Toil of Travel to delude, 
From Stage to Stage, in bis eternal Round, 
The Days, his Daughters, as they fpin our Hoars 
On Fortune's Wheel, where Accident nnthought 
Oft, in a Moment, fnaps Life's ftrongeft Thread, 
Each, in her Turn, fome tragic Story tells. 
With, now-and-then, a wretched Farce between ; 
And fills his Chronicle with human Woes. 

Time's Daughters, True as thofe of Men, deceiv< 
Not One, but puts fome Cheat on all Mankind ; 
While in their Father's Bofom, not yet Ours, 
They flatter our fond Hopes ; and promife much 
Of Amiable ; but hold him not o'cr-wife. 
Who dares to truft them ; and laugh round the Year, 
At ftill-confiding, ftill- confounded, Man, 
jC^onfiding, tho' confounded ; hoping on, 

UntJ 
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by Trial, unconvinc'd by Proof, 

looking for the Neverr£Ben. 
le laft, like harden'd Felons, lyes ; 
5 itfdf a Cheat, till It expires, 
foys go out by One and One, 
B poor Man, at lengthy i^ perfed Night; 
rker, than what, now, involves the Pole, 

I O U, who doft pennit thefe Ills to fall, 

ous Ends, and wouldll^ that Man fhould mourn ! 

) U, whofe Hand this goodly Fabric fram^d^ 

)w'ft it beft, and wouldft that Man ihould know I 

this fublunary yTprld ? A Vapour ; 

ir all i( holds ; itfelf, a Vapour ; 

; damp Bed of Ch^s, by Thy Beam 

ordainM.to fwim its deftin*d Hour 

nt Air, then melt, and difappear. 

^ays are number^, nor remote her Doom ; 

al, tho* lefs Tranfient, than her Sons ; . 

doat on her, as the World an4 They 

th Eternal, Solid; THOU, a Dream, 

doat, on What ? Immortal Vie^s apart, 

n of Outfides 1 a X^and of Shadows ! 

1 Field of flowVy Promifes ! 

mcfs for Joys ! perplext with Doubts, 

p with Thorns i A troubled Ocean, fpread 

Id Adventurers, . th^ir All on Board ; 

id Hope, if herevtheir Fortune frowns ; 

>on it muft. Of various Rates they fail, 

rns various ; All alike in This, 

fs, anxious ; toU with Hopes, and Fears^ 

il Skies f obnoxious All to Storm ; 

my the mod general Blail of Life : 

id for^Happinefs ; yet Few provide 

irt of Knowlege, pointing where it lies ; 

/'s Helm, to ihape the Courfe deiign'd t 

re or leiis,' capricious Fate lament, 

ted by the Tide, and now reforb'd, 

ther from their Wilhes, than before ; ^ 
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jfll, more or leCs, againft each other dafh. 
To mutual Hurt, by Gufts of Paffion driven. 
And fuffVing more from Folly, than from Fate. 

Ocean ! Thou dreadful, and tnmultuous Home 
Of Dangers, at eternal War with Man ! 
Deaths Capital, where moft he domineers. 
With all his chofen Terrors frowning round, 
(Tho' lately feafted high at • Mioft's Coft) 
Wide-op'ning, and loud- roaring ftill for more ! 
Too faithful Mirror ! how doft thou reHe^ 
The melancholy Face of human Life ! 
The ftrong Refemblance tempts me farther fUll : 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ftruck 
By morc^ Truth ^ in fuch a Mirror feen. 
Which Natare holds for ever at her Eye. 

w 

Self-flatterM, unexperienc'd, high in Hope, 
When Toung, with fanguine Chear, and Streamers g 
We cut our Cable, launch into the World, 
And fondly dream each Wind and Star our Friend ; 
All, in fonie darling Enterprize embarkt ; 
But where is he can fathom its Event ? 
Amid a Multitude of artlefs Hands, 
Ruin*s fure Perquifite ! her lawful Prize ? 
Some fleer aright ; but the black Blaft blows hard, 
And pafFs them wide of Hope : With Hearts of Pre 
Full againfl: Wind, and Tide, fome win their Way ; 
And when ftrong Effort has deferv'd the Port, 
And tugg'd it into View, 'tis won f 'tis lofl I 
Tho' flrong their Oar, fHll flronger is their Fate : 
They flrike j and while they Triumph, they Expire. 
Jn Strefs of Weather, Moft ; Somg fink putrigfat ; 
O'er them, and o*er their Names, the Billows doie i 
To-morrow knows not they were ever Born, 
Others a fhort Memorial leave behind. 
Like a Flag floating, when the Bark's ingulph'd; 
It floats a Moment, and is feen no more : . *j 
One CiESAR lives ; aThoufand are foigot. '>^ 
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Few, beneath aufpicious Planets born, 
ings of Providence f fond Fate's Eleft I) 
fwelling Sails make good the promis d Port, 
all their Wiflies freighted ! Yet ev'n Thefe, 
hted with all their Wiflies, foon complain ; . . - 
from Misfortune, not from Nature free, 
' ftill are Men ; and when is Man fecure ? 
tal Time^ as Storm / the Rufli of Years 
down their Strength ; their numberlefs Efcapes 
flin end : And, now, their proud Succefs 
ilants nevj Terrors on the Vidlor's Brow : 
t Pain to quit the World, juit made their own, 
r Neft fo deeply downM, and built fo high I 
low they build, who build beneath the Stars. . 

oe then apart (if Woe apart can be 

i mortal Man), and Fortunie at our Nod, 

Gay ! Rich ! Great ! Triumphant ! and Auguft ! 

t are they ? — The moft happy (ftrange to fay I) 

ince me moft of human Mifery : 

t are they ? Smiling Wretches of To-morro'uj / 

! jjrretched, then, than e'er their Slave can be ; 

: treach'rous Blcffings, at the Day of Need, 

other faithlefs Friends, unmaik, and fling : 

what provoking Indigence in Wealth ! ' 

: aggravated Impotence in Power ! 

Titles, then, what Infult of their Pain I 
at fole AncEor, equal to the Waves, 
rtai Hope ! defies not the rude Storm, 
s Comfort from the foaming Billow's Rage, 
makes a welcome Harbour of the Tomb. 

lis is a Sketch of what thy Soul admires : 
t here (thou fayll) the Miferies of Life 
e huddled in a Group. A more diftindl 
rvey, perhaps, might bring thee better News.' ' 

on Life's Stages ; they fpeak plainer fUH j 
plainer They, the deeper wilt Thou figh. * . : > 

on thy lovely Boy ; in him behold 
Sdl that can befal the Bed on Earth ; 
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The Boy has Virtue by his Mother's Side : 

Yes, on Florello look ; a Father's Heart 

Is tender, tho* the Man's is made of Stone ; 

The Troth, through fuch a Medium feen, may make 

ImpreiEoa deep, and Fondnefs prove thy Friend. 

Florello lately cafl on this rude Coaft^ 

A helplefs Infant ; now a heedlefs Child ; 

To poor Clarissa^s Throes, thy Care fucceeds ; 

Care full of Love, and yet fevere as Hate f 

O'er thy SouPs Joy how oft thy Fondnefs ^wns ! 

NeedfiU Aofterities his Will reftrain ; 

As Thorns fence in the tender Plant from Harm. 

As yet, his Rea/bn cannot go alone ; 

But aiks a ftemer Nurfe to lead it on. 

His little Heart is often terrify*d ; 

The Blufh of Morning, in his Cheek, turns pale ; 

Its pearly Dew-drop trembles in his Eye ; 

His harmlefs Eye ! and drowns an Angel there. 
Ah ! what avails his Innocence ? The Talk 
Injoin'd muft difcipline his early Powers ; 
He learns to figh, ere he is known to fm ; 
Guiltlefs, and fad I A Wretch before the Fall ! 
How cruel this ! More cruel to forbear. 
Our Nature fuch, with necejfary Pains, 
We purchafe Profpefts of precariotu Peace : 
Tho' not a Father, This might fteal a Sigh. 

Suppofe him difciplin'd aright (if not, 
'Twill fmk our poor Account to poorer ftill) ;. 
Ripe from the Tutor, proud of Liberty, 
He leaps Inclofure, bounds into the World ; 
The World is taken, after Ten Years Toil, 
Like antient Troy ; and all its Joys his own. 
Alas ! the World's a Tutor more fevere j 
Its Leffons hard, and ill deferve his Pains 5 
Unteaching All his virtuous Nature taught', 
Or Books (fair Virtue's Advocates !) infpir'4f 
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For who receives Him into public Life ? 
\fen of the Worlds the Terrae-filial Breed, 
Velcome the modeft Stranger to their Sphere, 
Which glitter'd long, at Diftance, in hi» Sight) 
\nd, in their hofpitable Arms, inclofe : 
Vf en, who think nought fo ftrong of the Romance, 
5o rank Knight-errant, as a Real Friend : 
Men, that aft up to Reafon's Golden Rule, 
All Weaknc^ of AffeSion quite fubdu'd : 
^^en, that would blufh at being thought fincere. 
And feign, for Glory, the^^ Faults they want ; 
That love a Lye, where Truth would pay as well ; 
As if, to Them> Vice fhone her own Reward. 

Lorenzo ! canft thou bear a (hocking Sight ? 
^uch^ for Florello's fake, 'twill now appear : 
Sec, the fteel'd Files of feafon'd Veterans, 
Train'd to the World, in burnilht Falfhood bright ; 
Deep in the fatal Stratagems of Peace ; 
All foft Senfation, in the Throng, rubb'd off; 
All their keen Purpofe, in Politenefs, fheath\l ; 
His Friends eternal — during Interell ; 
His Foes implacable — when worth their while ; 
At War with ^v^xy Welfare, but their own ; 
As wife as Lvcifer ; and half as good ; 
And by whom, aone, but Lucifer, can gainr— 
Naked, through Thefe (fo common Fate ordains). 
Naked of Heart, his cruel Courfe he runs. 
Stung oat of All, mofl amiable in Life, 
Prompt Truth, and open Thought, and Smiles unfeign* 
AfFedion, as his Species, wide-difFus'd i 
Noble Prefumptions to Mankind's Renown ; 
Ingenuous Trull, and Confidence of Love. 

Thefe Claims to Joy (if Mortals Joy might claim) 
Will coft him many a Sigh ; till Time, and Pains, 
From thddlow Miftrefs of this School, .£;r/^r/W^, 
. Aod her Afliftant, paufing, pale, Dijlrufi^ 
||Fn|${biiif 1^ dear-bought Clue to lead his Youth, 
ll|tQ Through 
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Through ferpcntine Obliquities of Life, 
And the dark Labyrinth of human Hearts. 
And happy I if the Clue fhall come fo cheap ; 
For, while we learn to fence with Public Guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul Contagion too. 
If lefs than heav'nly Virtue is our Guard. 
Thus, a ftrange Kind of curft Neceffity 
Brings down the fterling Temper of his Soul, 
By bafe Alloy, to bear the Current Stamp, 
Belo^ caird Wifdom ; fmks him into Safety ; 
And brands him into Credit with the Worlds 
"Where fpecious Titles dignify* Difgrace, 
And Nature's Injuries are Arts of Life; 
Where brighter Reafon prompts to bolder Crimes; 
And Hcav'nly Talents make Infernal Hearts ; 
That unfurmountable Extreme of Guilt ! 

Poor MachiavelI who labour^ hard his Plan, 
Forgot, that Genius needs not go to School ; 
Forgot, that Man, without a Tutor wife. 
His Plan had pra6tis'd, long before 'twas writ. 
The World's all Title-page^ there's no Contents ; 
The World's all Face ; the Man who (hews his Hearty 
Is whooted for his Nudities, and fcorn'd. 
A Man I knew, who liv'd upon a Smile ; 
And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and ^ir ; 
While ranked Venom foam'd through ev'ry Vein. 
Lorenzo I what I tell thee, take not ill ! 
Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry Fool alive ; 
And, Dying, curs'd the Friend on whom he liv'd. 
To fuch Proficients thou art half a Saint. 
In foreign Realms (for thou haft travell'd far) 
How curious to contemplate Two State-Rooks^ 
Studious their Nefts to feather in a trice. 
With all the Necromantics of their Art, 
Playing the Game of Faces on each other. 
Making Court Sweet-meats of their latent Gall, 
In foolifti Hope, to fteal each other's Truft ; 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ; j 

And, fometimes, both (let Earth rejoice) undone I ,' ;| 
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71icir Parts we doubt not ; but be That their Shame ; 
»hall Men of Talents, fit to rule Mankind, 
koop to mean Wiles, that would difgrace a Fool ? 
\nd lofe the Thanks of thofe few Friends they ferve ? 
?*or who can thank the Man, he cannot y^^ ? 

Why. fo much Cover ? It defeats itfelf. 
^e, that know all things ! know ye not. Mens Hearts 
Arc therefore known, hecaufe they are conceals ? 
Por why conceal'd ? — ^The Caufe they need not tell. 
[ give Him Joy, that's aukward at a Lye ; 
Whofe feeble Nature Truth keeps ftill in Awe ; 
His Incapacity is his Renown. 
'Tis Great, 'tis Manly, to difdain Difguife ; 
It (hews our Spirit, or it proves our Strength. 
Thou fay ft, 'Tis nttdful: Is it therefore right ? 
Howe'er, I grant it fomc fmall Sign of Grace, 
To drain at an Excufe : And wouldft thou then 
lEfcape that cruel Need? Thou may ft, with Eafe ; * 

Think no Poft needful that demands a Knave. 
When late our Civil Helm was fliifting Hands, | 
So P— —thought : Think better, if you can. 

Bat This, how rare I the public Path of Life 
Is dirty : — Yet, allow that Dirt its Due, 
It makes the Noble Mind more noble ftill : 
The World's no Neuter ; it will wound or fave $ 
Our Virtue quench, or Indignation fire. 
"^ou fay ; the World, well-known, will make a Man :— 
The World, well-known, will give our Hearts to Heaven, 
Or make us Demons^ long before we Die. 

To fliew how fair the World, thy Miftrefs, fiiines. 
Take eiiher Part, fure Ills attend the Choice ; 
Sare, mo' not equal, Detriment enfues. . 
^o%Ftrtue'{t\i is Deify'd on Earth ; 
^irtiie has her Relapfes, Conflids, Foes ; 
Poe^,j^t ne'er fail to make her feel their Hate. 
^iue^^ her peculiar Set of Pains ; 

il Friends to Yutue^ lafi^ ^iXiiileaft, complain,* 
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Bat if They Sigh, can Others hope to Smile ? . 
If Wifdom has her Miferies to xnourn» 
How can poor Tolly lead a happy Life ? 
And if BQtb fuifer, what has Earth to boaft. 
Where he mofi Happy, who the leaft Laments ? 
Where mucb^ much Patience, the moft envy'd State, 
hiAfome Forgivenefs, needs, the befl of Friends ? 
Fop Friend, or happy Life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither ihall he find the Shadow here. 

The World's fworn Advocate, without a Fee, 
Lorenzo fmartly, with a Smile, replies ; 
<' Thus far thy Song is right ; and All mufl own, 
•* Virtue has ber^peculiar Set of Pains. ^^ 
** And Joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? 
«« If Vice it is, with Nature to comply : 
** If Pride^ and Senfiy are fo predominant, 
** To check, not wercomif them, makes a Saint, 
^< Can Nature iiH^plainer Voice proclaim 
" Plea/ure, soi^^GUry, the Chief Good of Man ?*^ 

Can Pride, and Sen/uality, rejoice ? 
From Purity of Thought, all Pleafure fprings ; 
And, from an humble Spirit, all our Peace, 
Ambition, Pleafure ! let us talk of Thefe : 
Of Thefe, the Porch, and Academy, talk'd j 
Of Thefe, each following Age had muc&to fay ; 
Yet unexhaufted, ftill, the needful Theme. ^ 
Who talks of 7hefe, to Mankind all at once ^\^ 
Jle talks J for where the Saint from either fr^e ? ^^ 
Are Thefe thy Refuge ?-^No ; Thefe rufh upon thee: 
Thy Vitals feize, and ^«//ttr-like, devour : ^ 

I'll try, if I can pluck thee from thy Rock, 
PROMgTHEVs ! from this barren Ball of Earth ; 
If Reafon can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, firft, thy Caucafus^ Ambition calls ; 
Mountain of Torments ! Eminence of Woes ! 
Of courted Woes I and courted through Mifta^* ^ 
*Ti8 not Ambition charms thee; *tis a Cheat 
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rill make tliee ftart, as H a t his Moor. 

>oft grafp at Greatnefs ? Firft, know what it is : 

^hink'ft thou thy Greatncfs in D/^//y<9/>xi lies ? 

4^ot in the Feather, wave it e'er fo high, 

iy Fortune ftuck, to mark us from the Throng, 

s Glory lodg'd : 'Tis lodg'd in the Reverfe ; 

n that which joins, in that which equals. All, 

The Monarch, and his Slave ; — *< A Deathkfs SouT, 

^ Unbounded Profpedt, and Immortal Kin, 

* A Father God, and Brothers in the Skies 'i* 

^Ider, indeed, in Time ; but lefs remote 

n Excellence, perhaps, than thought by Man ; 

i^hy greater What can Fall, than What can Rife F 

If Still delirious, now, Lorenzo! go; 
^nd with thy fttll-bk>wn Brothers of the Worlds 
^hrow Scorn around thee ; caft it on thy Slaves ; 
^^y Slaves, and Equals : How Scorn call on Tkem 
Rebounds on Thee I If Man is mean, as Man* 
^rt thou a God ? If Fortune makes him fo, 
tewarc the Confequence : A Maxim That, 
^Huch draws a mondrous Picture of Mankind, 
yiiere, in the Drapery, the M^n is loft s 
Externals fiutt*ring, and the Soul forgot. 
^hy greateft Glory when difpos'd to Boad, 
k>aft That aloud, in which thy Servants (hare. 

We wifely ftrip the Steed we mean to boy % 
udge we, in their Caparifons, o^Men? 
t nought avails thee, Where^ but What^ thou art i 
V.11 the Diftindlions of this little Life 
^re quite Cutaneous, foreign to the Man. 
Vhen, through Death's Streights, Earth\ fubtil Serpents 

creep, 
Vhich wriggle into Wealth, or climb Renown, 
\s crooked ^atan the Forbidden Tree, ' . 

They leave their party-colour'd Robe behind, 
^U that now glitters; while they rear aloft 
their brazen Crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Df Fortune's Fucus ftrip them, yet*alive ; 
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Strip them of Body, too ; nay, dofer flil]. 
Away with all, but Moral, in their Minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impofe their Name, 
Pronounce them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or Mean. 
How mean that SnufF of Glory Fortune lights. 
And Death puts out ! Doft Thou demand a Tef(, 
A Tefl, at once, infallible, and ihort. 
Of real Greatnefs ? That Man Greatly lives. 
Whatever his Fate, or Fame, who Greatly dies ; 
High-flufli'd with Hope, where Heroes fliall defpair. 
If This a true Criterion, Many Courts, 
Illufbious, might afford but few Grandees. 

Th'Almighty, from his Throne, on Earth furveyi 
Nought Greater, than an Honed, Humble Heart ; 
An Humble Heart, His Reildence I pronounced 
His fecond Seat ; and Rival to the Skies. 
The private Path, the fecret Adls of Men, 
If noble, f^ the nobleft of our Lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's Glory fits 
Th* illuflrious Mafter of a Name tmknonvn ; 
Whofe Worth unrivalPd, and unwitnefs'd, loves 
l^ife's facred Shades, where Gods converfe witlv^Men ; 
And Peace, beyond the World's Conception, fmiles I 
As Thou (now dark), before we part, ihalt fee. 

But thy Great Soul this J^ulkiftg Glory fcorns, 
Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo's feen ; 
And, when he fhrugs at public Bus'nefs, lyes. 
Deny'd;the public Eye, the public Voice, 
As if he liv'd on others Breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the World his Pedeibd ; . 
Mankind the Gazers, tl^e fole Figure, He. 
Knows he, that Mankind praife agaihfl their Will, 
And mix as Qiuch Detraction as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithlefs Fame her Whifper has. 
As well as Trumpet ? That his Vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing Jll ? 
Knows this All-Knower, that fronx Itch of Praife, 
Or^ from an Itch more fordid, when he fhines. 
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X'aking his Country by Five hundred Ears, 
Senates at once /admire bim^ and defpife, 
^^ith modeft Laughter lining. loud Applaufc, 
\^hich makes the Smile more mortal to his Fame ? ' 
His Fame, which (like the mighty C^sar), crown*d 
'With Laurels, in full Senate, greatly falls, 
IByfeeming Friends, that honour, and dedroy. 
>Ve rife in Glory j as we iink in Pride : 
"Where Boafiing dxls, there Dignity begins : 

^nd yet, mifiaken beyond all Miilake, 

*The Blind Lorenzo's proud — of being Proud j 

.^nd dreasis himfelf Afcending in his Fall. 

An Eminence, though fanfy'd, turns the Brain i 
-All Vice wants Hellebore ; but, of all Vice, 
-Pn45p loudeft calls, and for the largeft Bowl ; ^ 
^aufe, all other Vice unlike, it flies, 
Jn Ftf^ff, the Point, in Fancy moft purfu'd. 
Who court Appkufe, oblige the World in thU; 
They gratify Man's Paflion to re/u/e. 
Superior Honour, wnen ^j^wV, islofii 
^v'n Good Men turti Banditti, and rejoice, 
^ike Kouli-Kan, in Plunder of the Proud. 

Tho' fomewhat difcoilcerted, fteady ftill 

T'o the IVorld\ Caufe, with half a Face, of Joy, , 

^•ORENzo cries — ** Be, then, Ambition cad; 

** Ambition's Dearer far ftands unimpeach'd, 

** Gay Pleafure ! Proud Ambition is her Slave ; it 

^* For Her, he foars at Great ^ and hazards /// j 

'* For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 

^* And paves his Way, with Crowns, to reach Her Smile y 

'* Who can refift Her Charms ?" — Or, Jhould? Lorenzo! 

What Mortal fhall reiift, where Angels yield } 

Plea/ure^s the Miflrefs of Ethereal Powers ; 

tor Her contend the Rival Gods abov« ; 

VUafure't the Miftrefs of the World below ; 

And well it is for Man, that Pleafure charms ; 

How would All ftagnate, but for Pleafure\ Ray ! 

would the frozen Stream of Adtion ceafe ! 

What 
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What is the Polfe of this fo \m£y World ? 

The Love of Plea/ure : Tha^ thro' cv^iy Vwi, 

Throws Motion, Warmtk; and ihats out Death fnn 

Tho^ various are the Tempers of Mankind, 
Pka/ure^s gay family holds All in Cha^s : 
Some moft affet^ the Black ; and foo^ the Fair ; 
Some honeft Fleafure court ; and fome, obfcene. 
Pleafures ob/cene are various, as the Throng 
Of Paffions, that can err va hmnan Hearts i 
Miftake their Objefls, or tranfgreis their Boands* 
Think you there's but One Whoredom ? Whoredomi AO, 
But whe& our Reafon licences Delight. 
Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou fhalt doubt no mere. 
Thy Fathoiirhides thy Gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common Harlot, in the Dark, 
A rank Adulterer with others Gold ; 
And that Hag, Vengeance^ in a Comer, channt* \ 

Hatred \itr Brothel has, as well as Love, 
Where horrid Epicures debauch in Blood. 
Whatever the Motive, Fleafure is the Mark ; 
For Her, the black Affaffin draws his Sword j 
For Her, dark Statefmen trim their Midnight Lamp, 
To which no Jingle Sacrifice may fall ; 
For Her, the Saint abflains ; the Mifer ftarves ; 
The Stoic proud, for Plcafure, Fleafure fcorn'd j 
For Her, JffliSlionh Daughters Grief indulge. 
And find, or hope, a Luxury in Tears ; 
For Her, Guilt, Shame, Toil, Danger, we defy i 
And, with an Aim 'voluptuous ^ rufh on Death. 
Thua univerfal her defpotic Power. 

And as her Empire wide, her Praife is juft. 

Patron of Fleafure I Doater on Delight 2 

I am thy Rival j Fleafure I profefs ; 

Pltafure, the Purpofe of my gloomy Song. 

Fleafure is nought but Virtue's gayer Name ; 

I wrong her (till, I rate her Worth too k)W ; 

Virtue 
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Vtftoe die Root, and PleaTore is die Flower 1 
And honeft Epicvrvs* Foes were FooIa. 

But diis (b«nds luaSx, and giv«8 the fFifiO&ac^% 
If o*eribainM Wifdom Ml xeuins the Nawte. 
How knits Jujierityher cloudy Brow, 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the Prat/g 
Of Flemjurty to Mankind, tmprmi^it too dear I 
Ye modem S/mt/ / hesur my foft Reply ; 
Their Senfes Men nuiU truft : We can't impofe i 
Or, if we coold, 19 Impofition right f 
Own Honey fweit ; but, owning, add this Sting % 
^ When mixt with PoHbn, it is deadly too/' 
Truth never was indebted to a l^ye^ 
Is noaeht hnt Virtue to be prais'd, as Good ? 
Why then is Health preferred before Difeafe ? 
What Nature loves is Good^ without otir. Leave. 
And where ho future Drawback cries, '* Beware ;** 
Plea/ure^ though ndt from Virtue, j^mkA/ prevail, 
n*is Balm to Life, and Gratitude to Heaven i 
How cold our Thanks for Bounties unenj<^'d ( 
The Love •/ Pleafure is Man's Eldeft-born, 
Bom in his Cradle, living to his Tomb ; 
Wifdom^ her jv»»^^ Sifter, tho' more^nrov. 
Was meant to minifttr^ and not to mar. 
Imperial Pleafure^ Queen of human Hearts. 

Lorenzo ! Thou, her Majefly's renownM, 
Tho' uncoift, Counfel, learned in the World! 
Who think'ft thylelf a Morray, with Difdain 
Mayft look on me. Yet, my Demosthenes ( 
Canft thou plead PUafure*% Caufe as well as I ? 
£now^ft thou her I^ature, Purpofe, Parentage ? 
Attend my Song, and thou {halt know them all ; 
And know Thyfelf ; and know thy£slf to be 
(Strange Truth I) the moft abftemious Man alive. 
Tell itot Calista \ ihe will laugh thee dnd ; 
Or fond thee to her Hermitage with L— — . 
i^^S^urd Prefumpdon ! Thou, who never knew^il 

Thought ! (halt thou dare dream of Joy ? 

No 
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No Manjp'a" found a happy Life by Chance, 
Or yawned it into Being, with a Wilh ; 
Or, with the Snout of grov'ling Appetite^ 
£*er fmeit it out, and grubb*d it from the Dirt. 
An Art it is> «nd muft be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremitting Effort, or be loft ; 
And leaice us peiifed Blockheads, in our Blifs. 
The Clouds may drop down Titles and Eftates ; 
Wealth may feek Us s but Wifdom muft be Sought : 
Sought berore All \ but (how unlike AH eUe 
We feek on Earth f) *tis never fought in vain. 

Firft, ?leafur€\ Birth, Rife, Strength, and Grande 
Brought forth by Wifdom^ nurft by Oi/tipJine^ 
By Patience taught, by Perftnieranee crowned. 
She rears her Head majeftic ; round her Throne 
Erefied in the Bofom of the Juft, 
Each Virtue, lifted, forms her manly Guard.' 
For what zxt Virtues f (Formidable Name !} 
What, but the Fountain, or Defence, of Joy \ 
Why, then, commanded ? Need Mankind Comma 
At once to merits and to make^ their Blifs ? — 
Great Legiflator \ Scarce fo Great, as Kind ! 
If Men are j-ational, and love Delight, 
Thy gracious Law but Hatters human Choice ; 
In the Tranrgreilion lies the Penalty ; 
And they the moft indulge, who moft obey. 

Of Pleafure^ next, the final Caufe explore ; 
Its mighty Purpofe^ its important End, 
Not to turn Human brutal, but to build 
Dinfine on Human, Plea/ure came from Heaven. 
In Aid to Reafin was the Goddefs fent ; 
To call up all its Strength by fuch a Charm. 
Pieafure, firft, fuccours Virtue ; in Return, 
Virtue gives Pleafure an eternal Reign. 
What, but the Pleafure of Food, Friendihip, Faith 
Supports Life iVici/V/?/, Civile Sind Divine ? 
*Tis from the Pleafure of Repaft, we live ; 
*Tk from the Pleafure of Applaufe, we pleafe ; 
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ris from the Picafure of Belief, we pray ^ 

'^ll Pray'r would ceafe, if unbclievM the Prize) : 
t ferves ourfdyes, our Species, and our God ; 
Lnd to ferve more, is pail the Sphere of Man. 
jlide, then, for ever, Pleafure^s facred Stream! 
fhrough Eden as EupbraUs ran. It runs, 
\nd fofters ev'ry Growth of Happy Life ; 
h4akes a new Eden where it flows 9 — but fuch 
\% muft he loft, Lorenzo ! by thy Fall. 

" What mean I by thy Fi*//.^"— Though ihortly fee, 
iVhile Pleafure's Nature is at large difplay*d j 
Already fang her Origin^ and Ends. ^ 

rhofe glorious Ends, by Kind, or by Degree, 
IVhen Pleafure violates, *tis then a Vice, 
And Vefigesuice too ; it haftens into Pain. 
From due Refreftiment, Life, Health, Reafon, Joy ; 
From wild Excefs, Pain, Grief, Difha6Uon, Death ; 
Ifeav*n*s Juftice this proclaims, and that her Love, 
"What greater Evil can I wilh my Foe, 
Than his full Draught of Pleafure, from a Calk 
Unbroach*d by juft Authority y ungaug*d 
2y ^emperance^ by Reafon unrefined ? 
-A thoufand Demons lurk within the Lee. 
Heav'n, Others, and Ourfelves ! Uninjur'd Tbefey 
think deep; the deeper, then, the more Divine ; 
Angels are Aogds from Indulgence there ; 
'Tis Unrepenting Pleafure makes a God. 

Doft think thyfelf a God from other Joys I 
K ViCum rather ! ihortly fure to bleed. 
I^h^ Wrong muft mourn : Can Heav'n's Appointment fail ? 
C^an Man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrike out 
^ Self-wrought Happinefs unmeant by Him 
^ho made Us, and the World we would enjoy f 
Who forms an Inftrument, ordains from whence 
tts DiiTonance, or Harmony, fhall rife. 
Meav^n bid the Soul this mortal Frame infpire ; 
*^ " Virtue's Ray divine infpire the Soul 
~ unprecarious Flows of vital Joy ; 
.*rc* - z And, 
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And, without Breathing, Man as well might hope 
For U£e^ as, without Piety, for Peace. 

<' Is FirHu, then, and Puty the &me ? "-^ 
No ; Piety is more ; *tis Virtue^s Souroe i 
Modier of cv'ry Worth, as That of Joy. 
Mift of the World this Dodrine iU digeft ; 
They fmile at Piety ; yet boaft aloud 
Good-Will to Men; nor know* they ilriire to part 
What Nature joins ; and thus confute Themfelves. 
With Piety begins all Good on Earth ; 
*Tis the Piril-born of Rationality. 
Confcience^ her £rft Law broken, wounded lies ; 
Enfeebled, Lifelefs, Impotent to Good ; 
A feign'd AfTedion bounds her utmoft Powor. 
S^me we can't love, but for th* Almighty's Sake ; 
A Foe to God was ne*er true Friend to Man ; 
Some finifter Intent taints all h? does. 
And, in his ^tindeft Actions, he^s Unkind,- 

On Piety, Humanity is built ; 
And, on Humanity, much Happinefs ; 
And yet ftiU more on Piety itfdf. 
A Soul in Commerce with her God, is Hearen ; 
Feels not the Tumults and the Shocks of Life ; 
The Whirls of Pafiions, and the Strokes of Heart. 
A Deity believ'd, is Joy begun ; 
A Deity ador'd, is Joy advanced ; 
A Deity belovM, is Joy matured. 
Each Branch of Piety Delight infpires ; 
Faith builds a Bridge from This World tp the Next^ 
O'er Death's dark Gnlph, and 9XI its Horror hides; f 
Pr<7//^, the fweet Exhalation of our Joy, 
That Joy exalte, and makes it fweeter;fiiU; 
Pray'*r ardent opens Heav'n, lets^wn A Stream, o^ij 
Of Glory on the coafecrated Hour : 

Of Man, in Audience with the Deity. ^ih 

Who w^i^rihips the Great God^ tH^t Indattt jdxUi . 
The FirS%Ei Heav'n^ and fets his Foot on B^Hs 






izo ! when waft Thou at Church beftn f 
nk'il the Service Long : But is it Juft ? 
\^ Unwelcome : Thoa hadft rather tread 
/'d Ground ; die Mufe, to win thine £8r» 
e an Air lefs Solemn : She complies. 
fciiMce / at the Sound thi World x^\xt% i 
TafFe^s % and Lorbnzo finiles ; 
he her Seraglio full of Charms ; 
I as Age ihsdl Heighten, not Impair, 
dqeaed ? Is thy Mind o'ercafb ? 
r Fair Ones, thou the Faireft chufe, 
t thy Gloom. — " Go, fix fome weighty Tmth ; 
down fome FaJJion ; do (omt generous Go$J} 
. Igtwrofici to fee, or Griif to unile ; . v 

^ thy Friend i befriend thy greatefl Foe; 
ith warm Heart, and Confidence divine, 
; up, and lay ftrong Hold on Him who made 

'hee." 

lom* is fcatterM, fprightly Spirits flow ; 
iier*d is thy Vine, and Harp unilrung. 

all the Bowl, the Viol, and the Dance, 

irth, mad Laughter ? Wretched Comforters ! 

IS ! more than Half of thy Difeafe. 

, tho' never cenfur'd yet as Sin 

a Thought that only^f^wi fevere), 

nmoral : Is it much indulge ? 

ng Spleen, or diilipating Thought^ 

a ^r^rwr, or it makes a /off/; 

, as hurting Others, or Ourfelves. 

ie, or Emptine/sy applies the Straw, 

kles Little Minds to Mirth eiFufe ; ' 

f as impotent, portentous Sign ! 

ufe of Laughter makes a Houfe of Woe. 

triumphant is a Monflrous Sight ; 

dijeSied is a Sight as Mean. 

aufe ibr Tnumph^ where fuch Ills abound ? 

w D^e^ion, where prefides a Power, 

1^ us into Being to be Blell ? 

^i L - . S« 
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So grieve, as confcioas Grief may rife to Joy ; 
So joy, as covfcipw Joy tp .Qrirf m^y fell. 
Mod true, a m(^ Maii neirer wjiU be fad ; 
But neifther wilji ^^prpi^ bu^Ung Mir^i, 
A fhallpvY S:tre9i9 of Happiner« be(ray,: 
Too Happy to be Spp^rtiye, He'« Sei^etWf 

Yet wouldft thou kugh (bat at thy own Expenccli 
Th'is Counfel firaoge fhpuld I prefume to giv^-r 
** Retire, and read thyBMe, to be Gay.'* 
nere Truths abound of foyVeigi^ Aid to fea^cej 
Ah ! do not prize them le(s, beca^fe Inipir'c^ i 
4s Thou, and Thine, are apt and proud to dp. 
If not infpir'd^ that pregnant Page had flood, 
fftmn^s Trcafiire ! and the Wonder of the Wife ! 
Thouthink'ft, perhaps. Thy .^W alone at Stake ; 
Alas !— Shpuld Men mistake thee for a iTW; — 
What M^n of Tafte for Gcniu§, Wifd,om, Truth, 

JW tender of thy Fame, could intcrpofe ? 
elieve nie, Senfe, Jlferf, ^^^ ^ double Part, 
And the true Crilic is zChrifiiatt Xo<^, 

But Thefe^ thou think*ft, are gloomy Paths to Joy.— 
^rue Joy in Sunfhine ne'er was found at Erfl; 
They, firfl, ThemfelvcspJFend, who greatly. plcafc; 
And Travel only gives us found Reppie, 
Utrf^n fells all Pleafure ; Effort is the Pii^c.; 
The Joys of Conquefl, are the Joys of Man; 
And Glory the vidorious Laurel fpreads 
0*er Flea/ureh pure, perpetual, plapd Stream,. 

There is a Time, when Toil muft be prcfen'd. 
Or Joy, by mif-tim'd Fondnefs, is undone. 
A Man of Pleafure is a Man of Pains, 
Thou wilt not take the Trouble to be Bleft. .. 
Falfe Joys, indeed, are born from Want of Thpo|^ 
From Thought^s full Bent, and Energy, the Jrmj^i 
And that demands a Mind in equal Poize, 
Remote from gloomy Grief, and glaring Joy* ^4 
. Much Joy not only fpeaks fmall Happinelsy j w 
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Happlnefsy that fhortly muft expire, 
a Joy, u|[ibQttom'd in ReflefiiQn, fiand f 
d, in a Tempeft, can RciledUon liye ? 
n Joy, like 'Thine, fecure itfelf an Hour ? 
n joy, like Thine, meet Accident unihock:d ? 
ope the Door to honeft Poverty ? 
talk with threatening Deajth, and not turn pale ? 
fach a World, and fuch a Nature, The/e 
'e needfal Fundamentals of Delight : 
iiefe Fui|damei^ta)s, g^ve Delight indtedi 
dight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 
eligl^t, unihaken, mafculine, divine; 
conftant, and a founds but ferious Joy. 

Is Joy the D^ghter of Severity ? 
; is : — Yet far my Dodbine from Severe. 
Rejoice for ever :" It becomes a Man ; 
xalts, and fets him nearer to the Gods. 
' Rejoice for ever," Nature cries, " Rejoice ;'* ^ 

Lnd drinks to Man, in her nedlareous Cup, 
tfixt up of Delicates for ev'ry Senfe ; 
ro the great Founder of the bounteous Feaft, 
)rinks Glory, Gratitude, eternal Praife ; 
^nd he that will not pledge her^ is a Churl. 
2^ firmly to fupport, GW fully tafte, 
s the whole Science of Felicity : 
^tt /paring pledge : Her Bowl is not the Bed 
Mankind can boaft. — " A rational Repafl; 
' Exertion, Vigilance, a Mind in Arms, 
' A military Difcipline of Thought, .# 

[ To foil Temptation in the doubtful Field ; 

And ever-waking Ardor for the RigbtJ*^ 
Hs Tlfe/e, firft, give, then guard, a chearful Heart, 
bought that is Rigbt, think Little ; well aware, 
^liat Reaf<m bids, God bids; by His Command 
U>w aggrandizM, the Smalleft Thing we do ! 
^QS, Nothing is Iniipid to the Wife , 
'O Thee, Infipid All, but what is Mad; 
pyt fieafen^d high, and tailing fbong of Guilt ^ 

'■•«.* ' ~ 
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Mad! (thou reply'f(» with Indignation firM) 
*' Of antient Sages proud to tread the Steps, 
" I follow Naturer—VoVLo^ Nature ftill. 
But look It be ihme tmin: Is Confcience^ then, 
No Part of Nature ? Is (he not Supreme ? 
Thou Regidde ! O raife her from the Dead ! 
.Then, foOow Nature ; and refemble God. 

^ When, fpitc of Con/dence^ Pleafure is purfu'd, 

tian\ Nature is unnaturally pleas'd : 

And what's Unnatural, is Painful too 

At Intervals, and muft difguft ev*n Thee ! 

The Fa^ thou know'fl ; but not, perhaps, the Caufe, 

Virtue's Foundations with the World's were laid ; 

Heav*n mixt her with our Make, and twifled clofe 

Her facred Int'reib with the Strings of Life. 

Who breaks Her awful Mandate, fhocks Himfelf, 

His Better ^elf : And is it greater Pain, 

Our Soul (hould murmur, or our Dujl repine ? 

And One, in their eternal War, muji bleed. 

If One ntufi fuffer, which fhould leaft be fpar'd ? 
The Pains ot Mind furpafs the Pains of Senie : 
A(k, then, the Gout, What Torment is in Guilt. 
The Joys of Senfe to Mental Joys are mean : 
Senfe on the Prdfent only feeds ; the Soul 
On Paft, and Future, forages for Joy. 
'Tis Hers, by Retrofpe£l, thro' Time to range ; ^ 

And forward Time's great Sequel to furvey. 
Could human Courts take Vengeance on the MinJ^ . 
Axes might rufl, and Racks, and Gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy Mind, and leave the reft to Fate. 
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Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a Man ? 
The Man is dead, who fgr the Body lives, 
Lur'd, by the Beating of his Pulfe, to lift , .. 

With ev'ry Luft, that wars againft his Peace; . :t'^ 
And fets him quite at Variance with Himfelf. •* " ^' 
Th} felf, 'firft, Know i then Love : A Self thoe 
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I fond, that kindles at her Charm). 
;re is, as foud of cv'ry Vice, 
ry Virtue wounds it to the Heart ; ' 

legrades it, Juftice robs, \ 

ty beggars it, fair ^ruth betrays, 
\^iit Magnanitmty deifat>ys, < 

when Rival to the Former, fcom ; 
: in Competition, kindly treat, i 

, Feed it :r-But when Virtue bids, 
r to the Fowls, or to the Flames. 
? *Tis Love of P/f^/»r^ bids thee bleed f 
OC own Self-Love /AT/fff^, ot blind, 

at is Fid ? Self-Love in a Miftake ; 

ind Merchant buying Joys too dear. 

f/, what ? 'Tis Self-Love in her Wits, 

ful in the Market of Delimit. 

's good Senfe is Love of that dread Power, 

>m Herfelf, and All ihe can enjoy. 

'-Love is but difeuis*d Sdf-Hate ; 

tal than the Malice of our Foes i 

tte^ kow^ fcarce felt ; then felt full-fore, 

ng, curft; £xtin£Uon, loud-implor*d ^ 

Tl^g preferred to what we art. 

r Self-Love Loasitzo makes his Choice ; 

lis Choice triumphant, boafts of Joy. 

B Want of Happinefs betray*d, 

£iion to the prefent Hour I 

)n wanders far afield : 

re pleafes : Why ? The Prefent pains.*-^ 

t^s a ^^rrrf .^— Yes, which all Mtn know ; 

r from Thee, difcover^d unawares. 

lefs Agitation, reftlefs .Roll 

at to Cheat, impatient of a Paufe ; 

?— 'Tis the Cradle of the Soul, 

nB fent, to rock her in Difeafe, 

r Phyfidan, Reafon^ will not cure. 

:pedient f yet^thy Bed ; and while 

;s thy Pain, it owns it too. 

L 3 SimIi 
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Sttch are Lorenzo's wretched Remedies ! 
The Weak hate Rertiedies j the Wife have Joys. 
Superior Wifdom is fupetior felifs. 
And what fure Mark dlftinguilhes the Wife ? 
Confident Wifdom ever* wills the Same i 
Thy fickle Wi(h is eVer on the Wiftg. 
Sick of Herfelf, is Folly s Charaaer,; . 
As lir(/ai?ffli'8 is, a modeft 'Self'Applaufc. ' \ 
A Change of Evils is thy Good fupreihe^; 
Nor, but fn Motion, cahft thou find thy feell. ^ 
Man^s greateft Strength' is fhewn in Handing ftifl! 
The firft fure Symptom of a Mind in Health, 
Is Reft of Hfcart, and 1*leafure felt at Home. 
Falfe Pleafure from Abroad her Joys imports ; 
Rich from within, and Self-tuftain'd, tfc True, 
The True is fixt, and JfoliS as a Rock;' , 
SI ipp'i*jr the Tal/e^ arid totfing, as the Wave. 
This^ a wild Wanderer oii Earth, like' Gain ; 
That^ like the fabled, Selt-enamour'3 Boy, 
Home- Contemplation her fupremc Delight ; 
She dreads an Interruption from without, 
Smit with her own Conditfon ^ and th^ more 
Intenfe ihe gazes, ftill it charm^s the more.- * ' ^' 

No Man IS tapi)y, tmie l^mks. piilB^' ' y\ 
There bfeatliesTiot;a mbre'hapjw tW 
Then Envy dies, *tid Love o*ierfib\ys on An i 
And Love overflowing makes an An^el Here. ^ 
Such Angels All, jntitled to repbfe 
On Him wlio ,gbve>"ns^ Fate : "Tho". Tenj[|^eft -fr6wns, 
Tho' Nature fhaVes, liow Soft to lean on Heiivcn'f 
To lean on Him, oh whofh Arch-an^els Tean! 
With inward Eyes^ andlileht as tHe Grav^, 
They ftand cdlteaing cvVy Beaih of * Thbuclit, 
Till their Hearts kindle with Divine Delight ; ^/'^ 

For all their Thoughts, like Angels, feen of old . ^^ 
lel's Dream, come from, and go to, H<Qttf^l| 
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Hence, are they ftudious of fequeftred Scenes : '^ 

WhikNoife, and Diffipation, coxaToiVneey' '''"^ 
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Were all Men happy, Revellings would ccafe^ 
^hat Opiate for Inquietode within. 
-ORENzo ! never Man was truly Bleft, 
^ut it composed, ^nd gave him inch a CaK, 
\.s Fol/y might miftake for Want of Joy. 
\ Caft, unlike the Triumph of the Proud ; 
\ modeft Afpedty and a Smile at Heart. 
3 for a Joy from tliy Phi lander's Spring 1 
^ Spring perennkly rifing in the BttaA, 
And Permanent, as Pure 1 nO tUrbid Stream 
Of rapt'rQ0s Exxihation fwellilig Idgh ; 
^^^hich, like Land- floods, i^petuoas pour awhile, 
Then fink at once, and leave us in the Mire, 
'What docs the Man, who traniient Joy prefers ? 
Whaty but prefer the Bubbles to the Stream ? 

Vain arc all fudden Sallies of Delist ; 
Convttlfions of a weak diftemper'd Joy. 
Joy's a fixt State ; a TenOr, not a Start. 
^Hfs there, is ifione, but urtprecarious Blifs : 
That is the Gem : Sell All, and purchafe That. 
Why go a begging to Contingencies, 
Not gain'd with Eafe, nor iafely lovM^ if gain'd ? 
At Good Fortuitous, draw back, ^d paufe ; 
SufpcA it ; what thou canft ienftire, 'enjoy 1 
And nought but what thoo giv*ft thyfdf, is Surc> 
Iteaftm perpetuates Joy that Reafbn gives. 
And makes it as Immortal as herfelf : 
To Mortals, nought Immortal, but their Worth. 

Worth, confciOus Worth ! ihoUld '^y^/jx/^^. reign 1 
And other Joys aflc Lfcave for their Approad^ i . ; 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever Leave 6btm&.< ^ i 
Thou art all Anarchy ; a Mob of Joys . i . 
Wage War, and.pidrifh in inteftiiie ifeollssii ; ;, . 
Kot the leaft Promise of internal Fe^oe'! . 
No Bofom- Comfort ! or unborrowM Blife I 
P'by Thoughts are Vagabonds ; All Outward-bouti4» 
pfid Sands^ and Rocks, and Storms^ to croifc for Pkafore^ 
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If gain'd, dear-boHght ; and better mifs'd than gain'd. 
Much Painiinuft expiate^ what much Pain procured. 
Fancy, and Sen/ty from an infedlcd Shore, 
Thy Cargo bring; and Peftilence the Prize, 
Then, Such thy/rhirll (infatiable Third ! 
By fond Indulgence but inflam'd the more f ) 
Fancy ftill cruifes, when poor Sen/e is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphian Shop, 
Where feeble Happinefs, like Vulcan, Lame, 
Bids foul Ideas^ in their dark Recefs, 
And hot as Hell (which kindled the black Fires), 
With wanton Art, thofe fatal Arrows form. 
Which murder all thy Time, Health, Wealthy andFamt 
Would ft thbu receive them, Other Thoughts there arc. 
On Angel- Wing, deicending from Above, 
Which Thefe, with Art divine, would counterwork* 
And form Celcilial Armour for thy Peace. 

In This is feen Imagination's Gttilt ; 

But who can count her Follies ? She betrays thec^ 

To think in Grandeur there is fomething Great. 

For Works of curious An, and antient Fame, 

Thy Genius hi}ng^r6,ielpg^|i||)|P»pain'd; 

And foreign Climes muit cater for thy Tafte. 

Hence, What Difafter f— The' the Price was paid. 

That perfccuting Prieft, the Turk of Rome^ 

Whofe Foot (ye Gods!), tho' cloven, mitft be kifs'd. 

Detained thy Dinner on thcLatian Shore ; 

(Such is the Fate of honeft ProteftanU f) 

And poor Magntfiance is ilarvM to Death. 

HenctjuilRdentment, Indignation, Ire!— « 

Be pacify'd \. if outward Things are Great, 

'Tis Magnanimity Great Things to fcorn i 

Pompous Expences, and Parades auguft. 

And Courts ; that infalubrious Soil to Peace. 

'^rue Happinefs ne'er cntcr'd'at an Eye r 
rue Happinefs refides in Things unfeen. 
o Smiles of Fortune ever bleft the Bad, 
Tor can her Frowns rob /«»dr/wf^ of Jfiys ; > 




^/ Jewel wantiogy Triple Crowns are poor : 
> tell his Holine/}, and be Reveng'd. 

Pleafure, we both agree, is lilan^s chief Good; 

ur otdy Contefl, What deferves the Name. 

ive ?leafurt\ Name to nought, but what has pafs^d 

h* authentic Seal oiReafin (which, like YoaKE^ 

lemurrs on what it paiTes), and defies 

he Tooth of Time ; when paft, a Pleafure fiiU ; 

tarer on Trial, Lovelier for its Age, 

nd doubly to be prized, as it promotes 

tur Future, while it forms our Prefent, Joy. 

)me Joys the Future overcaft; and fome 

hrow all their Beams that Way, and gpld the Tomb« 

une Joys endear Eternity ; fome give 

bhorrM Annihilation dreadful Charms. 

re rival Joys contending for thv Choice ? 

OQfult thy whole Exiftence^ ana be (afe ; 

hat Oracle will put all Doubt to Flight. 

tort is the LeiTon, tho' my Ledure long, 

p GW-^— and let Heav'n anfwer for the reft. 

Vet, with a Sigh o^er all Mankind, I grant, 
this our Day of Proof, our Land of Hope, 

le Good Man has his Clouds that intervene ; 

:>ud8, that ohfcurt his fublunary Day, 

t never conquer : £v'n the Bt^fi muft own, 

tience^ and Refignation^ are the Pillars 
human Peace on Earth. The Pillars, Thefe % 

t thofe of Set H not more remote from Thee, 

11 this Heroic LeiTon thou haft learnt ; 

» frown at Pleafure^ and to fmile in Pain» 

'M at the Profped of unclouded Blifs, 

av*n in Reveriion, like the Sun, as yet 

aeath th* Horizon, chears us in this World i 

[heds, on Souls fufceptible of light, 

kf glori9ns Dawn of our Eternal Day. 

^ This (fays Lorenzo] is a fair Harangue : 

fet can Harangues blow back firong Nature*s Stream » 





21^ the C<)MPLAiTff t^^r, 

«* Or ftem the Tide Hc^v'n pufhcs thro' our Vtin«, 
** Which fweeps away Man^s impotent Ri^folvieSy 
? And lays his Labour level with the World ?''^ 



Themfelves Meft make their Comdint pn VLtMki \ 
And think notight is, 'btf t what they fltlH &t li^ttte : 
Thas» Wcakneft to Chimera turns thef Truth. 
Nothing romantic has the Mufe prefctibM. 
* Above* LoRTivzo faw the Man of Earthy 
The Mortal Man ; and wretdied t^ thb Sig^t. . 
To balance that, , to comfort, and'h&It, 
Now fee the Uah htmdt^tdl: Him, 1 mean. 
Who lives as ^uch ; Whofe Kpart, fcffl^bent on Hl^v^ 
Leans all ^at Way, his Bya? to the Win. 
The World's dark Shades, in Contrail ifet, ihall nu^ 
His Lullre more ; tho' bright, without a Foil : 
Obferve his awfol Portrttit, and ^mire ; 
Nor Hop at Wonder ; Imitate, and liv^. < 

Some Angel guide n^ Pencii, ' while I ^i-iitir, ' 
What nothing idfs thin An^l ciin exceed , 
A Man on Earth devoted, to the. Skies, . 
Like Ships In Seas, while />, ahc^ve^ the World. 

With Afpeft mild, and elevated Eye, 
Behold him feated on a Mount ferenci ^ • 

Above the Fogs of Seyj/e, ahd Pa^pti^ Stork) • - ' • • 
All the black Car^s, and Tumults, fcff This Lffe/ 
Like harmlefs Thunders, breaking stt his Feet, 
Excite his' Pity, not impair his Peatccj. 
Earth's genuine Sons, the Sceptrtd, and the Skve^ 
A mingled Mob ! a wand'ring Herd ! he fees 
Bewilder'd in the Vale ; in AU unlike f 
His full Reverfe in All f What higher Praife > 
What flroE^er Demonftration of the Right I 

The Prefcnt ^XfFheir Care; the Future, Ws. 
When Public Welfare calls, or Private Want, 
nt^ give to Fame ; His Bounty Hi conceals. 

• In a fonatr Nlght« 



?Jnr Viitaes Tamifli Ntaire ; Hii, exalt. 

Mankind's Baeem 734' totirt; and Mr. Us Own. 

Tiriw, the wild Chace W^^ FeHciife : 

£f'i, the ctftifKft'd Foffiffion of the trot. 

Alike ^TOtigftbitfsfliiceDfiftent Peace, ■ ■' 

All of one Colour, and an even Thread ; 

White patty-tolour'd Shrris of Hipptneft,- 



Thc Tatters by, and fcews their Nafcednerj. 



BdioldaSwi, Ht {pies k DHt^i 

What makes r^rM^lfiSMih, n[ake»M'«t AdOttt. ' 

"Where Ttiy fevMtiiKt.iiMt,Ht bat ^MifiXit' ' 

An Empirt, in Hit Glance, weighs a Grain. 

Tbcj Things Teireftrial worihip, as Divine ; 

Bij Hopes Immortal-blow them by^ as Dnfti < 

Thacditns his Sight, and Aorton Ml'SBrtey^ ' ' 

Which longs, in Iniinitet M l0ft all Boand. 

Titles and Honours {if they prove his Fate) 

ht lays afide to find.' hit. XNgnicy; 

No Dignity Tbty tnd in oogbt befides. 

Thty triumph in Extemds (which conceit 

Man's real Glory), proud of an Eclipfe; 

Himfelf too much Ht prizes to be Proad, 

And nothing thinks fo great in Man, as Jl£»r,' 

Too dear He holds bis Itii'reft, to negleA 

Another's Welfare, or hi* Right invade i. 

Tbfir Int'reft, like a Lion, lives on Prey. 

7brf kindle at the Shadow of a Wrong ; 

Wrong He fuftains with Temper, looks oh Hexven, 

Nor Itoops to think his Injurer, bis F(fe t 

Nought, but what wounds his VirHie, wounds tus FeMe^ 

A cover'd Heart Thtir Charaaer defends ; 

A cover'd Heart denies Hin half his Praife. 

With Nakednefs /fij Innocence agrees ; 

While Tbeit broad Foliage teftifies their Fait. 

grt- No-Joys end, where His full Feafl begins t 

Ml Toys triate, Titiri murder, future BUG. 
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To triumph in E^dfience^ Wt alone ; 

And His alone, triumphandx to think 

His trui Exiftence is not yet begim. 

His glorious Courfe was^ Yefterday, complete; 

Deadbj then« was welcome ; 'yet Life fldUl is Sweet. 

, Bat nothing charms Lorbnzo, like the firm, 

Vndauntecl Breaft And whofe is that high Praifc? 

^bey yield to Pleafure, tho' they Danger Uave, 
And ihew no Fortitude, but in the Field ; 
If there they (hew it, 'tis for Glory ihewn ; 
Nor i(dll that Cordial always Man Their iieuta. 
A Cordial Hit fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By Pleafure ^nfobdu'd, unbrdce by Fain, 
lie ihares ii^ that Omnipotence he trufts. 
All-bearing, All-attempting, till he falls ; 
And when he falls, wntes VI C I on his Shield. 
From Magnanimity, all Fear above ; 
From nobler' Recompence, abov6 AfpUaifi i 
Which owes to M^sjS^ort Out-look all its Charms. 

Backward to credit what he never &lt, 
Lorenzo cries, — ^ Where ihines this Miracle ? 
•* From what Rpot rifes this Immortal AfanJ^^ 
A Root that grows not in Lorenzo*s Ground i 
The Root diileft, nor wonder at the Flower. 

He follows Nature (not like * Thee) i and ihews us 
An uninvcrtcd Syftem of a Man. . 

His Jppetite wears Reafon's golden Chain, ■. 

And finds, in due Rcftraint, its Luxury. "*{ 

His P^{^0/?, like an Eagle well-reclaimM, '^ 

Is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 
Patient his //f;^^, un-anxious is his Ctfr/, t H 

!flis Caution fearlefs, and his Grief (if Grief 
The Gods ordain) a Stranger to Defpair. . r'^Jj 

And why ? — Becauib AflFedion, more than mee^^ 
His Wifdom leaves not diiengag*d from Heaven; 
Thofe fecondary Goods that fmile on Earthy 

v« # See Page 220t Ifjae^ 
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le, Umap in Prtptrtin, loves in /*Mf/. 

rhej noutbe Wmid tayoy, who le«ft admire. 

Sii VnJerfimnJing '(capo the conunon Cloud 

>f Fames arifing from a kriBng Breaft. 

lib Haul b dear, bccaufe hii Heart is cool. 

iy worldly CoBpctitioiu uninflam'd. 

rhe mod'ratc Movements of his Sonl adniit 

3iftt&a Ideas, and nMtor'd Debate, 

Vo Eye imparual, and an even Scale i 

Vhcnce Jiidnnent found, and oBrependng Choice. 

rhns, in a double Senfe, the GW are wife ; 

3n its own Dtinghil, wifer than the Werld. 

Vhat, then, the World ? It «n^ be doubly weak ; 

itruge Troth I as (oon would they believe the Crttd. 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwife eon be i 
>o &r from aught Romaiuic, what I fing. 
llifs has no Beiag, Virtne has no Strength, 
iut from the Profpeft of immortal Life, 
^ho think Earth all, or (what weighs juft the fame) 
^o ca^e [io farther, mufi prize what it yields ; 
^ond of its Fancies, proua of its Parades. 
iVbo thinlcs E^h nothing, cati't its Charms admire i 
% can't a Foe, tho' moll malignant, hate, 
^ecaufe that Hate would prove his greater FoC 
Tis bacd for Ihtm (yet who fo lou^y boaft 
3ood-will to Men J) to love their deareft Friend j 
Por may he not invade their GatdSaprimt, 
^here the lead Jealoufy nmu Love to Gall I 
AU Ihintt to 7bini, that for a Seafon (hinet. 
Elach A&, each Thought, Ht qudlions, " What its Weight, 
" Its Colour what, a Theufand Ages hence I "— 
And what it tbtrt appears, he deems it tww. 
Hence, pure are the RecdTei of his SouL 
The God'like Man has nothing to conceal. 
His Vwtue, conAitutionally deep. 
Has Habii\t Firmnefs, and AfftSind Flame t 
Angels, ally'd, defcend to ieed the Fire t 
And Dtath, which Othtii flays, makes hiUt a God. 



±^6 Tie COM^LAINTi^r, 

And now, LoIlerzo ! Bigot ef this W6Mi 
Wont to difdain poor fiigiots caugkt by Heftt«a ! 
Stand by thy Scanty and be itcdac*d to Noi^ift : 
For what art Thou ^^.^^^Thoa Bosfter ! While % & 
Thy gaudy Grandeur/ and mere worMly Wonk, 
Like a broad Mift, ak Dift^mce, ftrikes ns moft ; 
Andy like a Mii^, is Nothing when at hand i 
His Merity like a Moimtain, on Approach 
Swells more^ and rifes nearer to die Skies, 
By Promife, now, and, by f^oflfeffion, /ocm, 
{Too /oon, too much, h (Cannot be) his Ow^» 

From this thy juft .^^ni/'i&/iW/i0ffTire^ 
Lorenzo ! rife to Somethings by Reply. 
The World, thy Client, liltens, and expe6^s ; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal Praife* 
Canft thou be fiknt ? No ,• for ff^it is TJiiAe j 
And Wit talks mofi, when Uiifi (he has to fay^ 
And Reafm interrupts not her Career. 
She'll {iLj-'-i^^That Mifts above the Mountains rife ; 
And, with a thoufand Pleafantries, amufe ; 
She'll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a Duft, 
And fly Convidion, in the Dufl ihe rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to Man's dainty Tafte !— — • 
'Tis precibus, as the V-ehicle ©f Sen/e ; 
But, as its Subftitute, a direDifeiife. 
Pernicious Talent I Flattcr'd by the World, 
By the blind World, which thinks the Talent rare. 
Wifdom is rare, Loreiizo ! Wit abounds ; ' 'I 

Paffion can give it ; fometimes iT/'/r^ inlpires 
The lucky Flafh ; and Madnefs rarely fails. 
Whatever Caufe tiic Spirit ftrongly ftirs. 
Confers the Bays, and rivah thy Renown. 
For thy Renown, 'twere well, was This the W0ti|| 
Chance often hits it ; abd, to pique thee mor^/ ^ 
See Dulnefs, blundVing on Vivacities, • r 

Shakes. her Sage Head at the.Calamityj. - .^ 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to Tl 



Int WifJom, awiFul WHSom ! which inlpeAs, 

Jifcems, coftijarej, weighs, feparafps.ipfersj,'^ ' ' ' ' . 

Idzea the Rtght.'aad tkplds it to thclfltti^, ^^, '." 

3ow rare ! In Senatto, Synods, fought^ in, v'ai^;j \ 

Stif theri found, tis facred tb the?cw ; ' ' 

While a lewd Proftitote to MnJtiiades, 

Frequent, as Fata!, ^ii: In Civil Lif^ 

Wit makes an EnteVprizer { ^enft, a Man. 

Wit hates AuthoriEy ) Commodon loves. 

And thinks herfelf ^e Li^cnine of ;^e Storm. 

loStalri, ^ca dAogfinlvs i in Jfrff^os, Death : 

Shall ffit turn Chriilian. whea 4e Dull {jejieve ? 

Sa/e is our Hfliiiil, Wf't is ))'k i\t pUinie : 

The Pl«mc p:^fes, ^^s our ttilriiit faves. 

fflt/^i) the'Di'mbnd,' weighty, fdlid, found; 

When cut by Wit^ it cafts a brighter Beam ; 
'Y«, Wit apart, it is a Di'mond lUH. 

(f7/, widow'd of GeaJ-Sn/e,' h worfe than Nought j' 

It hoifb more Saili to run againll a Rock. 

Thus, afla^-CBESTEBFiELD is quitc 3 Fool; 

Whom duil Fools fcom, ajid blefs their 'Want of Wit, 

How ruinous the Rock I warn thee Siun, 
Where Sirtni fit, to ling thee to thy Fate ! 
A Jiy, in which our^ Ria/bn bears no Parr, 
Isbut ai'or^ffii; tifltling, ere it Kings. 
Let not tlie Cooings of the If^erlJ allure thef ; . 
Wiich of her Lovers ever found her True J " " 

Bafly .' of this bad World who tittle know ; 
Aod yet, we much muQ: know her, to be Sa/i. 
To itrMV the World, not love her, is thy Point t 
She gives but Uitle, nor that Little, long. 
There it, I 'grant, a Triumph of the Pnlle f 
A Dance of Spirits, a mere Froth of Joy, 
Our thaughtltfs Agitation-^ idle Child, 
That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires. 
Leaving the. Soul more vapid than before. 
An<»fBui/<)vation t fuch as holds 
No Commerce with our Rta/ori, but fubfiffs 
' .ftljwce*, thw' the wdl-ton'd Tubes, well-ftrain'd s 
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A nke Machine I fcarce ever tuti'd aright ; 
And when it jars — '—thy Sirens fing no more. 
Thy Dance Is done ; the Demi-god is thrown 
(Short Apotheofis I) beneath the Man^ 
In coward Gloom immers'd, or fell Defpair. 

Art thou yet Dull enough Defpair to dread. 
And ihurtle at Deftrudion ? If thou art. 
Accept a Buckler, take it to the Field ; 
(A Field of Battle is this mortal Life \) 
When Danger threatens^ lay it on thy Heart ; 
A iingle Sentence Proof againft the Jrorld, 
•* Soul^ Body^ fortune / Ev'ry Good pertaint 
^ To One of thefe ; but prize not All alike ; 
*« The Goods of Fortune to thy Body*s H«dth, 
<' Body to Soul, and Soul fubmit to God.'' 
Wouldft thou build lading Happinefs ? Do This ; 
Th' inverted Pyramid can never ftand. 

Is this Truth doubtful ? It outfhines the Sun ; 
Nay, the Sun fhines not, but to fhew us This, 
The fingle LefTon of Mankind on Earth. 
And yet— Yet, what ? No News I Mankind is mad ; 
Such mighty Numbers lift againit the Right, 
(And what can't Numbers, when bewitch*d, atchieve ?j 
They talk themfelves to Something like Belief, 
That all Earth's Joys are Theirs : As Athens" Fool 
Grinn'd from the Fort, on ev'ry Sail his Own, 

They grin ; but wherefore ? And how long the Laugh ? 
Half Ignorance, their Mirth ; and Half, a hyt ; 
To cheat the World, and cheat Themfelves, they fmile. 
Hard either Taflc ! The moft Abandoned own. 
That Others^ if Abandoned, are undone : 
Then, for Themfelves, the Moment Reafon wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long Repofe) 
O how laborious is their Gaiety f 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient Spleen, 
Scarce mufler Patience to fupport the Farce, 
And pump fad Laughter, tiU the Curtain falls. 

• Scurc^i 



harce, did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out ; 
Dft their own daring Hands the Curtain draw, 
^d fhew us tvhat Uieir Joy, by their Defpair. 

The clotted Hair ! gor'd Bread f blafpheming Eye f 
[ts impious Fury ftill alive in Death f — 
Jhut, ihut the fhocking Scene. — But Hcav'n dcnici 
\ Cover to fuch Guilt ; and fo fhould Man. 
jOok^utad> Lorenzo ! fee the reeking Blade; 
rh' invenom'd Phial, and the fatal Ball ; 
rhe ibrangling Cord, and fuffocating Stream ; 
rhe loathfome Rottennefs, and foul Decays 
^rom raging Riot (flower Suicides I) s 
Lnd Pride in thefe, more execrable ftill I— 
low iiorrid All to Thought f— But Horrors, thcfe, 

liat vouch the Truth ; and aid my feeble Song. 

-, . . • » • 

i _' . 
From Fiee, Senfe, Fancy ^ no Man can be bleft : 
liis is too great, to lodge within an Hour : 
Hien an Immortal Being aims at Blifs, 
Hiration is eflential to the Name. 
) for a Jov from Riafin ! Joy from That, 
Hiich m^kes Man, Man ; and exercised aright, 
l^ill make him mor$ : A Bounteous Joy f that gives, 
ind promHes ; that weaves, with Art divine, 
'he ricbeft Profpedi into prefent Peace : . . ' . 

^ Joy Jmbitious ! Joy in common held 
^ith Thrbnes ethereal, ahd their Giiea'ter fiur : 
^ Joy high-privileg*d from Chance, Time, Death f 
' Joy, which Death (hall double ? Judgment^ crowA I 
^nwn*d higher, and flill higher, at each Stage, 
liro* bleft Eternity's long Day 5 yet ftill, 
fot more remote from Sorrow y than from Him^ 
i^hofe-lavifli Hand, whofe Love ftupendous, pours 
much of Deity on guilty Duft. 
^f , O my LvciA ! may I meet thee There, 
^Hicre not Tl\y Prefence can improve my Blifs I 

Aflfcas not This the Sages of the World? 
^liought a£$4i them, but v/hsLt/off/i them too ? ^ ^ 
H^ Eternity, 

I 

I ... 




^'£k£«^ L -^ 



234 r*^ C O M P L A I N T i ^, 

Eternity^ depending on an Hour, 

Mdkcs/eHous Tbou^bi Man's Wifdoniy Joy, and Praife. 

Nor need you btam (tho* fomedobes yolir Defigns 

May (hun the Light) at your Defigns on Heaven ; 

Sole Point I where over-bafifid is your Blame. 

Are you not Wife ? — You know you are : Yet hear 

One Truth, amid your numVous Schemes, iniflald. 

Or overlooked, or thrown afide, if Sea:i ; 

*< Our Schaemes to plan by Thh WorW, Or tke JWitf, 

«• Is the fole DifFVttice bct^^^eein Wife, and Fool." 

All nmrthy MsH will wd^ you In this ^Scale ; 

What Wonder, tJifeh, if ^hey prohotiiice you Ufht f 

Is their Efteem alone not woi-di your Cai^ ? 

Accept my fimple Scheme of "^ CMmon-Stnfe ; 

Thus, feve your Fasiie, and nkakeT<sv0 Woiids your Own.^ 

The World replies not ; — ^but the World perfifts j 
And puts Aie Cd«i/> oflF to tteiongdC^Day^ 
Planning EvaiiOAs for fife Dky "Of I>obfi«. 
So far, at that Re-hearikgi from RedMH 
They then turn Witnejfes agairift Thehifclvoi. 
Hear That, Lorenzo I nor be Wife To-mt)rnni^. 
Hade, Hafte ! A Man, by Nature, is in Hafte ; 
For who ihall anfvirer for attother Hour ? 
*Tis highly prudent, tb mike Om^ ftite ftiend i 
And That thou canftnot do, thijs Sirde ^e Side^ 

Ye Sons of Eafth f (hor nxjtHtng to be more !) 
Since Ferft you think from Prleftcraft fomewhat fre^ 
Thus, in an Age fo gay, the Mufe plain Truths 
(Truths, which, at Church, you mght have heard in Pi 
Has ventur'd into Light ; weU-pleas'd the Yierfc. . 
Should be forgot, if you the Truths retain' i 
^ And crown her with your Welfare^ . not your Praife. 
But Praife ftie need not fear t I fee jny Fate ; 
And headlong leap, like Curtius, 'down the Qi^^ 
Since, many an ample ^/tt9Rf, mighty ^^^^ 
Muft die ; and die Unwept ; O Thou minute. 
Devoted Page ! go forth an^ong thy Foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of Martyrdom for Trudiji. 
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And die a double Death ; Mankind, iocens'd. 
Denies ihee long to live : Nor Ihalt thou leff. 
When thou art dead ; in Slygian Shades arraign'd 
By LnciFER, a» Traitor to his Thrones 
And bold BlaTphemet of his Friend, — The World ; * 
The World, whofe Legions coll Him (lender Pay, 
And Vgluntea-i, around his Banner fwarm t 
Fiudent, as Pkvssia, in her Zeal for Gaul. 

" Are All, then. Fools?" Lokehzo cries — ^Ycs, All, 
But fuch as hold this Doadne (new to Thee) i 
"The Mother of true Wifdom is the mil-r 
The noblefi InUlUa, a Fool without it. 
VsrU-Wi/dam Much has done, and More tnay do. 
In Arts and Sdencea, in Wars, and Peace ; 
Sat Alt and Science, like thy Wealth, mil leave the^ 
And make thee Twice a Beggar at thy Death. 
Ihii is the vtoft Indulgence can alTord ; — 
" Tbj Wifdem All cm da, lul~maki ibie ffT/J.'* 
Nor think this Cenfure is Icvere on Thee ; 
Saian, thy Mailer, I dare call a Dunce. 
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NIGHT the Ninth and Last. 

THE 

CONSOLATION. 

Containing, among other Things, 
Moral Survey of the I II. A Night- h d d R e s s 



^oSiurnal Heavens. 



to the DEITY. 



Humbly InscriSxd 

His Grace the Duke of NEWCASTLE, 
ic of His Majefty's Principal Secretaries of State. 

'Fatis Contraria Fata rependens. V i R c. 
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NIGHT the Ninth, and Last. 

THE 

; O N S O L A T I«0 N. 



R S when i Traveller, a long Day p«A 
, In p^ful Seardi of what be canoot findf 
I At Night's Approach, contest with the next 
■ Cot, 

' There luinmBtea, awhile, hu Labour loft i 
"lien chears hit Heart with what his Fate affoidf, 
knd chants hit Sonnet to deceive the Time, 
^U the due Seafon calls him to Repofe : 
"hiu I, long-travell'd in the Way) of Men, 
;Qd dancing, with the reft, the giddy Moz^ 
^^here Difafpoinimmt fmiles at Hapt'a Career ; 
'^arn'd by the languor of Life'* Ev'ning Ray, 
t length, have houa'd me in an humble Shed ; 
'lieie, future Wand'ring banifh'd from my Thought, 
'»d waiting, patient, the fweet Hour of Reft ; 
Rbafe the Moments with a ferious Song. 
^na fooths our Pains ; and Age has Pauu to footh. 
' WhM 
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When Age, Care, Crime, and Friends embraced i 

Hearty 
Torn from my bleeding Breaft, and Death* s dark Shadi 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th^ ethereal Fire ; 
Canft thou, O Night !. indulge One Labour mme ? 
One Labour more indulge : Then fleep, my Strain ? 
Till, ha^y, wakM by Raphabl*s golden Lyre,. ' 
Where Night, Death, Age, Ckre, Qime, and Sorrov 

ceafe; 
To bear a Part in everlafting Lays ; 
Tho' far, far higher fet, in Aim, I tru^ 
Symphonious to this humble Prelude here. . . 

1 * - 

Has not the Mufe aiferted Pleafures pun. 
Like thofe Above ; exploding pther Joys ? 
Weigh what was urg*d, 'LoiiEt«zo f Fairly weigh ; 
And tell me, haft thou Caufe to triumph fUU ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a Boaft fo bold. 
But if, Itueath the Favour of Miftake, . 
Thy Smile's iincere ; not more iincere can be 
Lorenzo's Smile, than my Companion for him. 
The Sick in Body call for Aid ; the Sick 
In M/Wal-e covetous <)f ihoreDifeafe; 
And when at <u;0r/^, they dream thettifelves quite naelL 
To know ourfelves difeas'd,. is Half our Cure. 
When Nature's Blufh by Cu/om is wip'd off. 
And Conscience, dcaden'd by repeated Strokes, 
Has ioto Manners naturalized our Crimes ; 
The Curfe of Cur/es is, our Curfc to love ; 
To triumph in the Blacknefs of -our Guilt, 
( As Jndians glory in the deepeft Jet) j 
And throw afide our Senfes^ with our Peace. 

But, grant no Guilt, no Shame, no lead Alloy ; 
Grant Joy and Glory, quite unfully'd, Ihone; 
Yct^ ftill, it ill deferves Lorenzo's Heart. 
No Jeyj no Giory^ glitters in thy Sight, 
But, thro' the thin Partition of an HoOr, ' 

I fee its Siribles wove by I><?^;»/, 

I An 
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And that in Sorrow bury'd ; tbis^ in Shame ; 
While bowling Furies ring the doleful Knell ; 
And Confcienccy now fo foft thou fcarce canil hear 
Her Wiufper, echoes their eternal Peal. 

Where, the prime Adtors of the laft ^>ar*8' Scene ; 
Their Port fo proud, their Bufkin, and their Plume ? 
How mznyjleepf who kept the World awake 
With Luftre, and with Noife ! Has Death prodaimM 
A Truce, and hung his fated Lance on high ? 
Tis brandilh'd ftill ; nor fhall the pre/ent Tear 
Be more tenacious of her human Leaf, 
Or fpread of feeble Life a thinner Fall. 

Bat needlefs Monuments to wake the Thought ; 
Uk\gayeft Scenes fpeak Man^s Mortality; 
The' in a Style more florid, full as plain, 
A& Maufoleums, Pyramids, and Tombs, 
What are our nobleft Ornaments, but Deaths 
Turn'd Flatterers of Life, in Paint, or Marble, •* 
The well-ftain'd Canvas, or the featured Stone ? 
Our Fathers grace, or rather haunt, the Scene s 
Joy peoples her Pavilion from the Dead. 

" Prof eft Diwrjkns ! cannot Thefe efcape ? "— 
Fair from it : Theie preient ui with a Shroud ; 
And talk of Death^ like Garlands o*er a Grave. 
As fome bold Plunderefi, for bury'd ff^ea/th. 
We ranfack Tombs iov Paftime ; from the Duft 
Call up the deeping Hero ; bkUhim tread 
The Scene for our Amuiement : Howlike Gods 
We fit ; and, wrapt in Immortality, 
Shed gen'rous Tears on Wretches bom to die ; 
Ueir Fate deploring, to forget our Own I 

, ^ 

What, all the Pomps, and Triumphs of our Lives, 
^ut Legacies in Bloifom ? Our lean Soil, 
^tauriant grown, and rank in Vanities, 
^fom Friends interred beneath ; a rich Manure f 

Other Worms, we banquet on the Dead ; ^ 

M Like^ 
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•Like other Worms^ (hall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent Frailties, or approaching Fsite ? 

LoRBNZo I fuch the Glories of the World! 
What is the World itfelf ? Thy World ?— A Grave. 
Where is the Dull that has not been alive ? 
The Spade, the Plough, diflnrb our Ancefiors; 
From human Mould we reap our daily Bread. 
The Globe around Earth's hollow Surface fhakes, 
And is the Ceiling of her fleeping Sons. 
0*er Devaftation we Uind Revels keep ; 
Whole bury'd Towns fupport the Dancer*^ Heel. 
The Motft of human Frame the Sun exhales ; 
Winds fcatter, thro' the mighty Void, the Dry ; 
Earth repoiTefies Part of what ihe gave. 
And the freed Spirit mounts on Wings of Fire ; 
Each Element partakes our fcatter'd Spoils ; 
As Nature, wide, our Ruins fpread; Mzxi\ Dtatb 
Inhabits all Things, but the Thought of Man. 
.* ' . ■■ 

Nor Man alone ; his breathing Buft expires. 
His Tomb is mortal ; Empires die : Where, now, 
The Roman? Gretk? They ftalk, an empty Name! 
Yet Few regard them in this ufeful Light ; 
Tho* half our Learning is their Epitaph. 
When down thy Vale, unlocked by Midnight Thoogkt, \ 
That loves to wander in thy Sunlefs Anlms, 
O Death ! I ftretch my View; jwhjdwttbns rife! 
What Triumphs! Toilsimp^all Arts divine! 
In withered Laurels glide4i6fore my Sight ? 
What Lengths of far-fem'd Ages, billow'd-high 
With human Agitation, roll along 
In unfub^ntiallmages of Air ! 
The mclanchdy Ghofts of dead Renown, 
Whifp'ring faint Echoes of the WorWs Applaufe, 
With penicential Afpe^ as they paft. 
All point at Earth, and hifs at human Pride, 
The Wifdom of the Wifi. and Prancings of the Grt^* 
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But, O Lqrekzo I far the refl above 
>f ghafUy Nature, and enormous Size, 
^e Form aiTaults my Sight, and chills my Blood, 
Lnd (hfikes my Frame. Of Ofie departed World 

fee the mighty Shadow; oo^y Wreath 
^nd difmal §ea-weed crown her ; o'er her Ura 
leclin'd, (he weeps her defolaced Realms, 
Ind bloated Sons ; and, weeping, propheiiet 
Another's DiiTolution, foon, in Flames. 
^ut, like Cassandra, prophefies in vauvs 
n vain, AQ M^y ; not, I trufl, to Thee. 

For, know'ft thou not, or art thou Jot^ to know» 
Fhe great Decree, the Counfel of the Skies ? 
Otiyge and CoHflagratioHf dreadful Powers.! 
^riflie Miniders of Vengeance ! Chained ia Caves 
Dillind, apart the Giant Furies roar ; 
Apart; or (uch their horrid Rage for Ruin, 
In mutual Conili^ would they rife, and wage 
Eternal War, till One was quite devoured. 
But not for Jhisy ordain'd their boundlefs Rage ; 
W^Ken Ifeav'n's inferior Ijiftruments of Wrath, 
^«r. Famine^ Peftilence^ are found too weak 
^0 fcoofge a World for her enormous Crimes, 
^he/e are ^t ipoie, alienee : Down they ruQi, 
^wift and Tea^peflt^^Qiis, from th' eternal Throne, 
^'^ith irrefiilibte Commi^on arm'd, 
^he World, in vain correded, to deftroy, 
^^d eafe.Creatiaii of the Shocking Scene. 

Seedrthou, Lorenzo! what depends «;z Man ? 
["he Fate of Nature ; as/<w Man, her Birth, 
'^r/i&'sA'£bDrS' change Earth's tr^mfitpry Scenes, 
^^d uMke Creation groan withhumaarQuilt. 
Jow miift it groan, in a new Deluge whelm'd, 
^^t not of Waters ! At the deftiu'd Hour, 
^ the loud Trumpet iiimnipn'd to the Charge, 
pe, all the formidable Sons of Fire, 

tions, Earthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play w 
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Their various Engines ; All at once difgorge 
Their blazing Magazines ; and take, by Storm, 
This poor terreftrial Citadel of Man. 

Amazing Period ! when each Mountain-Height 
Out- bums Fefwviusi Rocks eternal pour 
Their melted Mafs, as Rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars ruih ; and final Rmn fiercely drives 

Her Ploughfhare o'er Creation \ While aloft. 

More than Aflonifhment f if more can be f 
Far other Firmament than e'er was fcen. 
Than e'er was thought hy Man I Far other ^tars ! 
Siars animate, that govern thefe of Fire; 

Far other Sun ! A Sun, O how unlike 

The Babe at Bethlim ! How unlike the Man 

That groan'd on Cal*vary I Yet He it is j 

That Man of Sorrows ! O how chang'd I What Pomp 
In Grandeur terrible, All Heav'n defcends f 
And Gods, ambitious, triumph in His Train. 
A fwift Archangel, with his golden Wing, 
As Blots and Clouds, that darken and difgrace 
The Scene divine, fweeps Stars and Suns afide. 
And now, all Drofs remov'd, Heav'n's own pure "Dvii 
Full on the Confines of our ^ther, fiames. 
While (dreadful Contrail I) far, how far beneath \ ' 
Hell burfting, belches forth her blazing Seas, 
And Storms fulphureous ; her voracious Jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her Prey, 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this Scene; the Lail 
In Nature's Courfe ; the Firft in Wifdom's Thought. 
nis (bikes, if aught can ftrike thee; This awakes 
The moil Supine ; This fnatches Man from Deadi. 
Roufe, roufe, LoreiIzo, then, and follow me, 
Where Truth, the moil momentous Man can hear, 
Loud calls my Soul, and Ardor wings her Flight. * * 
I find my Infpiration in my Theme ; 
Th« Craadeur of my Subject is my Mufc. 
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imghtf when Mankind is wcapt in Peaee^ 
dly Fancy feeds on golden Dreams ; 
nore Dread to Man^s moil dreadful Hour, 
ight, 'tis prefum'd, this Pomp will burU 
fold Daricnefs ; fudden^ as the Spark 
tten Steel ; from nitrous Grain^ the Blaee. 
ting from his Couch, fhall fleep no more ! 
is broke, which never more fhall clofe 1 
round, beneath. Amazement All ! 
id Glory join'd in their Extremes ! 
D in Grandeur, and our World on Fire ! . 
re ilruggling in the Pangs of Death ! 
I not hear her ? Doft thou not deplore 
g Convulsions, and her final Groan ? 
e we now ? Ah me I The Ground is gone, 
I we flood, Lorenzo! While thou may 'fl, 
nore firm Support, or fink for Ever ! 
Flow ? From whence ? Vain Hope ! It is too latef 
vhere, for Shelter, fhall the Guilty fly, 
mflernation turns the Good Man pale ? 

Day F for which all other Days were made ; 

li Earth rofe from Chaos ; Man from Earth % 

kernity, the Date of Gods, 

d on poor Earth-created Man f 

y of Dread, Decifion, and Defpair f 

rht of Thee, each fublunary Wifh 

s eager Grafp, and drops the World ; 

les at each Reed of Hope in Heaven. 

ht of Thee I -And art thou abfent then ^ 

! No ; 'tis Here ; it is begun ; 

s begun the Grand Afiize, 
in AH : Deputed Confcience fcales 
d Tribunal, and foreftalls our Doon) ; 
; and, by foreflalling, proves it Sure, 
tiimfelf fhould Man fuoid Judgment pafs ^ 
ature laughing at her Sons ? 
Science fent, her Sentence will fupport, 
D Above afTert That God in Man. 
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Thrice happy They f thar enter no»iv the Court 
Heav*n opens in their Bofoms : But, how rare. 
Ah me ! That Magnanimity^ how rare ! 
What Hero, like the Man who Hands Himfelf ; 
Who dares to meet his naked Heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full Charge it brings, 
Refolv'd to filence future Murmurs There ? 
The Qoward flies ; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a Coward ? No) : The Coward flies; 
Thinks, but thinks (lightly ; afks, but fears to irtonv; 
Afks, " ff^Jbat is Truth ?'* with Pilate ; and retires; 
DiiTolves the Court, and mingles with the Throng; 
Afylum fad ! from Reafon, Hope, and Heav*n ! 

Shall All, but Man, look out with ardent Eye, 
For that great Day, which was ordain'dy»r Man ? 

Day of Confummation I Mark fupreme 

(ff Men are wife) of human Thought ! nor leaft. 

Or in the Sight of Angels, or their KING? 

Angels, whofe radiant Circles, Height o'er Height, 

Order o'er Order, rifihg. Blaze o'er Blaze, 

As in a Theatre, furround This Scene, .^ 

Intent on Man, and anxious for his Fate, 

Angels look out for Thee, for Thee, their LORD, 

To vindicate His Glory ; and for Thee, 

Creatien univerfal calls aloud, 

To dif-involve the moral World, and give 

To Nature^ Renovation brighter Charms. 

Shall Man alone, whofe Fate, whofe /«tf/ Fate, 
Hangs on that Hour, exclude it from his Thou^t? 

1 think of nothing elfe ; I fee I I feel it ? 

All Nature, like an Earthquake, trembling roand! 

All Deities, like Summer's Swarms, on Wing! 

All bafking^in the full Meridian Blaze \ 

I fee the Judge inthron'll ! The flaming Guard! 

The Volume open'd I Open'd every Heart I 

A Sun-beam pointing out each fecret Thought I 

No Patron 1 InleiccV^oT iv^xi^l ^low ^aft 



The fweet, die dement. Mediatorial Hour I 

Tor GuUt no Piea I To Pain, no Paufe I no Bound! 

Inexorable, All ! and All, Extreme ! 

Nor Man alone ; the Foe of God and Man, 
Jrom his dark Den, blaff^eming, drags his Chain, 
^nd rears his brazen Front, with Thunder fcarr'd ; 
deceives his Sentence, and begins his Hell. 
AW Vengeance paft^ now, feems abundant Grace ; 
like Meti^ors in a ftormy Sky, how roll * 

His baleful Eyes f He curfes whom he dreads ; 
-And deems it the Firft Moment of his Fail. 

*Tjs prefent to my Thought ! — And, yet, where is it \ 
JhgeL can't tell me ; Angels cannot guefs 
The Period j from created Beings lock'd 
In Darknefs. But the Procefs, and the Pla^tf 
^re lefs obii:ure ;• for Thefe may Man inquire. 
Say, Thou great Clofe of human Hopes and Fears I 
Great Key of Hearts T Great Fipifher of Fates f 
Great End ! and Great Beginning I Say, Where art Thou t 
Art thou in Time^ or in Eternity ? 
Nor in Eternity^ nor T/W, I find Thee. 
Thefe, as' Two Monarchs, on their Borders meet, 
(Monarchs of All elaps'd, or unarriv'd I) 
As in Debate, how beft their Pow'rs ally'd 
May fwell the Grandeur, or difcharge the Wrath, 
Of HI M, whom both their Moiiarchies obey. 

Time, this vafl Fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) now burfting o'er his Head ; 
His Lamp, the Sun, extinguiih'd ; from beneath 
The Frown of hideous Darknefs, calls his Sons 
From their long Slumber ; from Earth's heaving Womfr 
To fecond Births contemporary Throng I 
Rous'd at One Call, upftarting from One Bed, 
ft?eft in One Croud, , appal'd with One Amaze, 
*^fe-tams them, o'er, Eternity I to thee, 

(as a King depos'd difdains to live) 
lis 09 his own Scythe ; nor falls alone ; 
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His greateft Foe falls with him ; Time, and He 
Who murder'd all Time*i Offspring, Deaths expire. 

TIME was! E T E R N I T Y n«w reigns alone f 
Awful Eternity ! offended Queen ! 
And her Refentxnent to Mankind, how jufi f 
With kind Intent foliciting Accds, 
How often has fhe knocked at human Hearts I 
Rich to repay their Hofpitality, . 
How often caird I and with the Voice of God ! 
Yet bore Repulfe, excluded as a Cheat ! 
"! A Dii^jSWil I >vhile fpulcft Foes found Welcome thn! 
-A&r&D, a Cheat, nonv, all Things, but /^^r Smile. 

v^Fqt^ Iq ! her twice Ten thoufand Gates thrown wide, 

AtMfhric^ from Indus to the frozen Pole, 

WiTh BanfTeis, ftreaming as the Cgmefs Blaze, 

And Clarions, louder than the Deep in Storms^ . 

Sonorous, as immortal Breath can blow. 

Pour forth their Myriads, Potentates, and Powen, 

Of Light, of Darknefs ; in a middle Field, 

Wide, as Creation ! populous, as wide ! 

A neutral Region ! there to mark th' Event 

Of that great Drama, whofe preceding Scenes 

Detained them clofe Spectators, thro' a Length 

Of Ages, rip'ning to this grand Refult ; 

Ages, as yet unnumbered, but by God ; 

Who now, pronouncing Sentence, vindicates 

The Rights of^ Virtue, and His own Renown. 

ETERNITY, the various Sentence paft, 
AlTigns the fever'd Throng diflind Abodes, 
Sulphureous, or Ambrofial : What enfues ? 
The Deed predominant ! the Deed of Deeds f 
Which makes a Hell of Hell, a Heav'ji of Hcav'n. 
The Goddefsj with determin'd Afpeft, turns 
Her adamantine Key's enormous Size ^' 

Thro' Deftiny's inextricable Wards, 
Deep-driving ev'ry Bolt, on Both their Fates. 
Then, from the Cryllal Battlemenu of Heaveiv • '4 
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Down, down, (he hurls it thro* the dark Profound, 
Ten thoufand thoufand Fathom ; there to ruft. 
And ne*er unlock her Refolution more. 
The Deep refounds, and HelJ, thro* all her Glooms, 
Ketumsy in Groans, the melancholy Roar. 

hoW unlike the Chorus of the Skies ! 
how unlike thofe Shouts of Joy, that (hake 
The whole Ethereal f How the Concave rings ! 
2^or ftrange ! when Deities their Voice exalt ; 
Md louder far, than when Creation rofe. 
To fds Creation's godlike Aim, and End, 
So well accompIiihM ! fo divinely closed I 
To fee the mighty Dramatift's laft Ad 
(As meet) in Glory rifing o'er the reft. 
KofanfyM God, a GOD indeed^ defcends. 
To folve all Knots ; to ftrike the Moral home ; 
To throw full Day on darkeft Scenes of Time ; 
To clear, commend, exalj^i and crown, the Whole. 
Hfcnce, in one Peal of loud, eternal' Praife, 
'Qie charmM Spedlators thunder their Applaufe ; 
•and the vaft Void beyond, Applaufe rcfounds.. 

\^HAT THEN AM I ?— — 

Amidft applauding Worlds, 
And Worlds celcftial, is there found on Earth, 
A peeviih, diifonant, rebellious String, 
VThich jars in the grand Chorus, and CompUfit^f, 
Cenfure on Tbeey Lorenzo I I fufpend, ^** V »>*'|fc2a. 
And turn it on Myfelf* how greatly due ! ■- J-'^^ 

All, All is t^ight^ by God ordain'd, or done ; * 
And whOi b"^ God, refum'd the Friends He gave ? - 
And have' I been Complainings then, fo long ? 
^mplainitiB^^yi His Fa<vours 5 Pain^ and Death ? 
Who, witnout ?ain\ Advice, would e'er be Gopd ? 
Wfho, without.Z)^^//^, bat would be Good in vain ? 
han is to fave from Pain ; All Punifhment, 
Ulligiake for Peace ; and Death to fave from Death j 
ond Death, to guard immortal Life ; 
ttie the Carelefs, the Prefumptuous awe, 
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And tBrn the Tide of Souh another Way ; 
By the fame Tendernefs Divine ordain *d. 
That planted Eiitn, and high-bloom'd for Man, 
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the Skies. 

Hcav'n g^ves us Friends to blefs the fre/ent Scene ; 
Refumes them, to prepare as for the wext. 
All Evils Natural are Moral Goods ; 
All Difcipline, Indulgence, on the Whole. 
None are unhappy ; jf/I have Caufe to fmile. 
But fuch as to Themfelves That Caufe deny. 
Our Faults are at the Bottom of our Pains ; 
Error, in J^, or Juignunt, is the Source 
Of endlefs Sighs : '^tfin, or we mifiake. 
And Nature tax, when falfe Opinion flings. 
Let impious Grief be banifh^d, Joy indulged ; 
But chiefly then, when Grief puts in her Claim. 
Joy from the Joyous, frequently betrays. 
Oft lives in Vanity, and dies in Woe. 
Joy, amidfi Ilk, corroborates, exalts ; 
'Tis Joy, and Conqueft ; Joy, and Virtue too. 
A noble Fortitude in Ills delights 
Heav'n, Earth, Ourfelves ; 'tis Duty, Glor)', Peace. 
Affli^ion is the Good Man's fhining Scene » 
Prafptrity conceals his brightefl Ray ; 
As Night to Stars, IFoe Lufbe gives to Man. 
Heroes in Battle, Pilots in the Storm, 
And Virtue in Calamities, admire. 
The Crown 5f Manhood is a Wntcr- Joy ; 
An Evergreen, that ilands the Northern Blaft^ * 
And blofToms in the Rigour of our Fate. 

'Tis a prime Part of Happinefs, to know 
How much Unhappincfs muft prove our Lot? 
A Part which few poiTcfsl 111 pay Life's Tix, 
Without one rebel Murmur, from this Hour, , •, 
Nor think it Mifery to be a Man ; • -•, 

Who thinks // is, fliall never be a God. 
Some Ills we wifli for^ when wc wiih to livt. 
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What fpoke p-oud Paffion ?—*' * Wifh my Being loft !'» 
^refumptuoiu ! Blafphemous I Abfurd f and Falfe ! 
rhc Triumph of my Soul is, — That lam i 
^nd therefore that I may ht—fF'Jlfai ? Lorenzo ! 
Look Inward, and look Deep ; and deeper ftill ; 
EJn^thomably deep our Treafure runs 
Fn golden Veins, thro' all Eternity ! 
Ages, and Ages, and fucceeding fiill 
New Ages, 'where this Phantom of an Hour, 
Which courts, each Night, dull Slumber for Repsur, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife. 
And fly thro* Infinite, and All unlock ; 
And (if deferv'iil by Heav Vs redundant Love, , 
Made hjdf-adorable itfelf, adore ; 
And find, in Adoration, endlefs Joy f 
VThere Thou, not Mafter of a Moment here^ 
Frail as the Flow'r, and fleeting as the Gale, 
May*il boafl a i»hoU Eternity^ enriched 
^ith Ail a hind Omnipotence can pour. 
Since Adam fell, no Mortal, un-infpir'd, 
Has ever yet conceived, or ever fliall. 
How Kind is GOD, how Great (if Good) is Ma!^. 
^0 Man too largely from Heav*n*s Love can hope, 
^^ what is bofdht labours to fecure. 

Ills ?— There are none : All-Gracious ! none from Thee 5 
^rom Man full Many ! Numerous is the Race 
^f blackeft Ills, and thofe Immortal too, 
^cgot by Madnefs on fair Liberty ; 
peavVs Daughter, Hell-debauch*d ! Her Hand alone 
^nlocks Deflru£lion to the Sons of Men, 
^aft barr'd by Thine i high-wall'd with Adamant, 
Guarded with Terrors reaching to this World, 
^nd covered mxh. the Thunders of Thy Law ; 
^hofe Threats are Mercies^ whofe Injundions, Guides^ 
^flifling^ tiot reflraining, Reafonh Choice i 

• Refoing to the Firft Night. 

M 6 Whofe 
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Whofe SanQions, unavoiJahli RefuUs 

From Nature's Coorfe, indulgently feveard j 

If unreveal^d, more Dang'rous, nor lefs Sure. 

Thus, an indulgent Father warns his Sons, 

" Do This ; Fly That"— nor always tells the Caufc; 

Pleased to reward, as Duty to his Will, 

A Conduct needful to their pwn Repofe. 

Great God of Wonders ! (if. Thy Love furvcy'd, 
Aught elfe the Name of wonderful retains) 
What Rocks are Tbeftj on which to build our TruH ? 
Thy Ways admit no Blemifh ; none I find ; 
Or This alone — " That none is to he founds 
Not One, to foften Cenfure*^ hardy Crini#$ 
Not One, to palliate peevifh Grief's Complaint, 
Who, like a P«r«?o», murmVing from the Duft, 
Dares into Judgment call her Judge. — Supreme ! 
For All I blefs Thee ; Moft, for the Severe ; 
♦ Her Death — my onvn at Hand — the fiery Gulph, 
That flaming Bound of Wrath Omnipotent f 
It thunders ; — but it thunders to preferve ; 
It Arengthens what it ftrikes ; its wholfome Dread 
Averts the dreaded Fain ; its hideous Groans 
Join Heay'n's fweet Hallelujahs in Thy Praifc, 
Great Source of Good alone / How Kind in All I 
In Vengeance, Kind! Pain, Death, Gehtnna, SAVE* 

Thus, in Thy World material. Mighty Mind! 
Not that alone which /o/tirw, zxAJhines, 
The Rough and Gloomy y challenges our Praife. 
The Winter is as needful as the Spring ; 
The Thunder, as the Sun ; a ftagnate Mafs 
Of Vapours breeds a peftilential Air ; 
Nor more propitious the Favonian Breeze 
To Nature's Health, than purifying Storms ; 
The dread r<?/r^z»o miniftcrs to pood. 'j 

Its fmotherM Flames might undermine the Woii|^ 
Loud JStnas fulmina^ in Love to Man ; 

* L V C I At 
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"mifi good Omcm are, when duly fcann'd ; 
f^nd, in their Ufe, EcUpfii learn to Ihinc. 

Man is refponlible fee Ills receiv'd ; 
Thofe we caU lureiehcJ are a chofen Band, 
Compell'd to refuge in the Right, for Peace. 
Amid my Litl of BlefEugi in&iite. 
Stand Thia the foremoll, " 7hat my Heart hai ileJ." 
'Tii Heav'n's lalt Effort of Good-will to Man ; 
When Pain can't blefs, Heav'n quit* u» in Defpair. 
Who faila to grieve, when jufi Occafion calls. 
Or grievei too much, deferves hot to be blelt ; 
Inhuman, or EfFeminate, his Heart'; 
Ria/M abfolves the Grief, which Rea/aH end), 
Mav Heav'n ne'er truft mjr Friend with Happinefs, 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well. 
By previous Pain i^ and made it/a/r to/mi/t > 
Siuh Smiles are mine, and /nth may they remain ; 
Mot hazard their Extinction, from Excefs. 
My Chahge of Heart a Change of Siy/c demands i 
The CoNaoLATioN cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a Convert of my guilty Song. 

As when o'er-labour'd, 'and inclin'd to breathe, 
A panting Traveller, fome rifing Groiind, 
Some fmall Afcent, has gain'd, he turns him roond. 
And meafures with bis Eye the various Vale, 
The Pietds, Woods, Meads, and Rivers he has paft i 
Aad, fatiate of his Journey, thinks of Home 
Eadear'd by Diftance, nor affeas more Toil ; 
Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that Afcent 
The Mufe has gain'd, review the Paths Ihe trad ; 
Various, extenfive, beaten but by Few ; 
And, confcious of her Prudence in Repofe, 
Panfe j and with Fleafure meditate an End, 
Thoseli am remote ; fo fruitful is my Theme. 
JFbro iSiUiy a Field of Moral, and Di-vine, 

jStte Mufe has llray'd ) and much qf Serronxr feen. 

Ipltimian Ways ; and much of Fa/ji and Fain ; 

Mnicb none, who travel this bad Road, can mlfs. 
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0*er Friends deceased full heartily ihe wept ; 
Of Love Divine tke Wonders fhe difplay*d ; 
Prov'd Man immortal \ (hew'd the Source of Joy \ 
The grand Tribunal raised ; a(&gii*d the Bounds 
Of human Grief: In few, to clofe the Whole, 
The moral Mufe has ihadowM out a Sketch, 
Though not in Form, nor with a RAPHASL-Stroke, 
0£ Mafi our Weaknefs needs believe, or do. 
In this our Land of Travel, and of Hope, 
For Peace on Earthy or Profpe^ of the Skies. 

What then remains ?-— Much ! much \ a mighty Debt 
To be difcharg'd: Thcfe Thoughts, O Night! arc 

Thine ; 
From Thee they came, like Lovers fecret Sighs, 
While Others flept. So, Cynthia (Poets feign) 
In Shadows veil'd, foft- Aiding from her Sphere, 
Her Shepherd chear*d ; of Her enamoured \^i. 
Than I of Thee. — And art Thou ftill unfung, 
Beneath whofe Brow, and by whoie Aid^ I fiog ? 
Immortal Silence I— — ^Where (hall I begin ? 
Where end ? .Or how fteal Mufic from the Spheres, 
To footh their Goddefs ? 

O majeftic Nioht ! 
Kature*s great Anceftor \ Dafs Elder-bom ! * 

And fated to furvive the tranfient Sun ! 
By Mortals, and Immortals, feen with Awe 1 
A Harry Crown thy Raven-Brow adorns. 
An azure Zone, thy Waift 5 Clouds, in HeavVs Loom 
Wrought thro* Varieties of Shape and Shade, 
In ample Folds of Drapery divine. 
Thy flowing Mantle form, and, Heaven throughout, 
Voluminoufly pour thy pompous Train. 
Thy gloomy Grandeurs {^Nature's moft auguft, 
Infpiring Afpeft I) claim a grateful Verfe 1 
And, like a fable Curtain (larrM with Gold, 
Drawn o'er my Labours paft, fhall dofe the Sceo^ 
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And what, O Man 1 (o vnorihy to be fung ? 
What more prepares us for the Songs of Hear^ 









Creation of Archangels is the Theme ! 
AVhat, to be fang, ^nttt^ul? What fo well 
Celeflial Joys prepares us to fufiam ? 
The Sonl of Man, HIS Face defign'd to fee. 
Who gave thcfe Wonders to be feen by Man, 
Has here a previous Scene of Objeds greai^ 
On which to dwell ; to firetch to that Expanfe 
Of Thought, to rife to that exalted Height • 
Of Admiration, to contrad that Awe, 
^nd give her whole Capacities that Strength, 
Which beft may qualify iox final Joy. 
The more our Spirits are inlarg'd on Earth, 
The deeper Dnuight ihall they receive o£ Heat/en, 

HeavVsKING! whofe Face unveiled confummates 
Blifs ; 
JRedundant Blifs ! which £lls that mighty Void, 
The whole Creation leaves in human Hearts f 
THOU,, who didft touch the Lip of Jesse's Son, 

-Wrapt in fweet Contemplation of thefe Fires, 
And fet his- Harp in Concert with the Spheres! 
While of Thy Works Material the Supreme 

\ dare attempt, ailift my daring Song. 
Loofe me from Earth\ Inclofure, from the Sun*% 
ContraSed Circle fet my Heart at large ; 
Eliminate my Spirit, eive it Range 
Through Provinces of Thought yet unexplored; 
Teach me, by this ilupendous Scaffolding, 
Creation's golden Steps, to climb to THEE. 
Teach me with Art great Nature to controul. 
And fpread a Luftre-o'er the Shades of Night. 
Feel I Thy kind Aflent ? And (hall the Sun 
Be feen at Midnight^ rifing in my Song I 

LoREvzo ! come, and warm thee : Thou, whofe Hearty 
Whofe little Heart, is moor*d within a Nook 
^ Of this obfcure Terreftrial, Anchor weigh. 
^ Another Ocean calls, a nobler Port ; 
'wjaa thy Pilot, I thy profpVous Gale. 

Fol thy Voyage through yoa azure Main 1 

Main/ 
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Main, withoat Tempeft, PinUf» Rock, or Shore; 
And whence thoa may^fl imj^ ettmal Wealth ; 
And leave to ^f^^rV Minds the Pearl zndi Gold, 
Thy Travels doft thon boaft o'er foreign Realms ? 
Thou Stram^r to the World! thy Tour begin i 
Thy Tour through Nature's univerfal Orb. 
Nature delineates her whole Chart at large. 
On foaring Souls, that fail among the Spheres ; 
And Mam how purbUnd, if unknown the Whole ! 
Who circles fpadons Earth, Then travels here. 
Shall own, He never was from Home before f 
Come, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed Rock 
Of ya^ Ambition if unchain'd, we*U mount; 
We'll, inaocentfyf ileal celeftial Fire, 
And kindle our Devotion at the Stars ; 
A Theft, that fhall not chain, but fet thee fre^. 

Above our Atmofphere's inteiline Wars, 
Rain's Fountain-Head, the Magazine of Hail, 
Above the Northern Neils of feather'd Snows, 
The Brew of Thunders, and the flaming Forge 
That forms the crooked Lightning ; 'bove the Caves 
Where infant Tcmpefts wait their growing Wings, 
And tune their tender Voices to That Roar, 
Which, foon perhaps, fhall fhake a GiiSlty World ; 
Above mifconibru'd Omens of the Sky, 
Far-travell'd Comets calculated Blaze, 
Blance thy Thought, and think of more than Matt. 
Thy Soul, till now, contraded, wither*d, flirunk. 
Blighted by Blafls of Earth^s unwholfome Air, 
Will blofTom here ; fpread all her Faculties 
To thcfe bright Ardors ; ev'ry Fow'r unfold. 
And rife into Sublimities of Thought ; 
Stars teach, as well 2i%Jhine. At Nature's Birth, 
7hus, their Commiffion ran—** Be kind to Maw." 
Where art thou, poor benighted Traveller I 
The Stars will light thee ; tho' the Moon (hould fail. 
Where art Thou, more benighted ! more aftray I 

♦ Night the Eighth. 
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tn Ways immoral ? The^/ixn call thee back } 
Andy if obey'd their C^nnfely fet thee right. 

This Prolpea vaft, what is it ?— Weigh'd aright, 
'Tis Nature's Syflem of Divinity, 
"'And ev'ry Student of the "Night infpires. 
*Tis elder Scripture, writ by G O D's own Hand j 
Scripture authentic I uncorrupt by Man. 
Lorenzo ! with jny Radius (the rich Gift 
Of Thought no^umal !) 1*11 point out to thee 
Its various LefTons ; fome that may furprife 
hi Un-adept in Myfteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expe£led in her School, 
Nor thought to grow pn Planet, or on Star. 
^qUs, Lions, Scorpions, Monfters here we feign i 
Oorfelves more moaftrous, not to fee what here 
£xifb indeed; — 'iLt&xa^ to Mankind. 

What read we hen Z'— Th* Exiftence of a G 01^ M 
Yes ; and of other fieings, Man above ; 
Natives of ^ther ! Sons of higher Climes f 
•Andy what may move Lorenzo^s Wonder more, 
Eternity is written in the Skies. 
-And whofe Eternity ? — ^Lorenzo f Thine i 
Mankind's Eternity. Nor Faith alone, 
Virtue grows here ; here fprings the fov'reign Cure 
Of almoft ev'ry Vice ; but chiefly Thine ; 
^rathf Pride^ Amhitiony and impure Defire. 
» ■ ' 

Lorenzo ! Thou canfl wake at Midnight too, 
Tho* not on Morals bent : Amhition^ Pleafure I 
Thofe Tyrants I for Thee fo * lately fought, 
•Afford their harafs'd Slaves b^ (lender Reft. 
Thou, to whom Midnight is immoral Noon, 
•And the Sun's noon- tide Blaze, prime Dawn of Day % 
Not by thy Climate, but capricious Crime, 
Commencing one of our Antipodes ! 
^thy noiflurnal Rove, one Moment halt. 

Stage and Suge, of Riot, and Cabal; 
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And lift thiq^e Eye (iC bold ift Ey«i to lift^. 
If bold to meet the F«CQ of fa^isr'd.Hbineny 
To yonder Stars : For other Ends they fhine. 
Than to light Revellers fi^om Shaine to Shame, 
Andy thusy be made Aqcomidiccs in Guilty 

Why from yon Arch, that Infinite of Space, 
With Infinite of lucid Orbs replete. 
Which fet the living Firmament on Firc^ 
At the firft Glance, in fuch an Overwhehn 
Of Wonderful, on Man's afloniih'd Sighty 
Rufhes Omnipotencb ?-^To curb oar Pride; 
Our Rea/on roufe, and lead it to that Power, 
Whofe Love lets down thefis Silver Chains of Li^ ) 
To draw up Man's Jmhition to Himftlf^ 
And bind our chmfi^ AffeSHmt, to Hb. Thit>ne» 
Thus the Three Vinutt, leaft alive on Earthy 
And welcomed on Heav'n's Coaft with mod Applanfe, 
Ai^ftmhh^ Purfi 9Ski HtjiHu'nIy'miuUd Ho$xtf 
Are here infpir'd :-— And canil thou gaze too long ?. 

Nor flaads thy Wrath dej^iv'd of its Reproof, 
Or un- upbraided by this radiant Choir. 
The Planets of each Syftem repreienit 
Kind Neighbours ; matual Amity prevsals ; 
Swet^Jn^QTchange of Rays, receivMy r«tuiik*ds 
Enlightening, aad enlightened I All, at once, 
Attraditing, and attraflied ! Pi^ol-like, 
None fms againft the Welfare of the Whole ; 
But their, reciprocal, unfclfiih Aid, 
Affords an Emblem of Millenmai Love« 
Nothing in Nature, much lefs comfcious Being, 
Was e'er created folely for Itfclf : 
Thus Man Yiisfiyv'nign Duty learns in this 
Material Pi^tiffe of Beaevolence. 

And know, of all our fuperciUous Race, 
Thou moft inflammable ! Thou Wafp of Men ! 
Man's angry Heart, infpeBM, would be found 
As rightly kt, as are the ftarry Spheres j 



«^r/VStra^iu«, broke by flubbom Ti^iZ^ 
> all that un-celeftial Difcoid ti^ere, 
;hoa not feel tJie Bias Nature gw% ?, 
thou defcend froini ConverTe with the Skie», 
eizc thy Brother*s Throat ? — For whit — a Clod^ 
ich of Earth ? The FlaneU cry, " Forbear." 
chafe our double Darknefs ; Nature*^ GlpooD, 
kinder Aill !) our intelU^ual Night. 

d fee» Day\ amiable Sifter fends 

nvitadon, in the fofteft Rays 

itigated Luftre ; courts thy Sight, 

h fufFers from her Tyrant-Brother*8 Blaze. 

grants thee the full Freedom of the Skies^ 
iidely reprimands thy lifted Eye ; 
Gain^ and Jcy^ (he bribes tkee to be wife* • 

opes the nobleil Scenea, and flioda aa Awe, 
h gives thofe venevablie Scenes full Weight, 
ieep Reception, in th* intenderM Heart ; 
s Light peeps thro* the Darknefs, like a Spy 5 
Darknefs fhews its Grandeur by the Light. 
s the Profit greater than the Joy^ 
man Hearts at glorious Objedls glow, 
^idaiiiaiCioii can in%ire DeHght. 

bat fpeak I more, than I, This Moment, fecl^ 
pleaiing Stupor firft the Soul is ftruck 
or ordain*d to make her truly Wife !) : 
inta Tranfport Parting from her Trance, 
Love, and Admiration, how (he glows ( 
gorgeous Apparatus ! This Difpky f 
Oftentation of creative Power ! 
Theatre ! - > what Eye can take it in ? 
hat divine Inchantment was it rais'd, 
4inds of the firft Magnitude to launch 
dlefs Speculation, and adore ? 
an by D^, by Night Ten thou/and (bine ; 
igbt us deep into the D E I T Y, 
boundlefs in Magnificence and Might ? 

at a Confluence of ethereal Fires, 

From 
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From Urns nn-number'd, down the Steep of Heaven^ 

Streams to a Pointy and centres in my Sight I 

Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my Heart. 

My Hearty at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in Duft, and calls it to the Skies. 

Who fees it, unexalted, and unaw'd ? 

Who foes it, and can flop at what is feen ? 

Material Offspring of Omnipotence ! 

Inanimate, All-animating Birth f 

Work worthy Htm who made it ! Worthy Praifc f 

All Praife ! Praife more than human ! nor deny'd 

Thy Praife DMne f But tho' Man, drown'd in SleQf, 

With-holds his Homage, not alone I wake ; 
Bright Legions fwarm unfeen, and fing, unheard 
By mortal Ear, the glorious Archited, 
In This His univerfal Temple, hung 
With Luftres, with innumerable Lights, 
That fhed Religion on the Soul ; at once. 
The Temple, and the Preacher ! O how loud 
It calls Devotion ! genuine Growth of Night ! 

Devotion I Daughter of Aftronomy ! 
An undewout Aftronomer is mad. 
True ; All Things fpeak a GOD ; but in theSoiall^ 
Men trace out Him ; in Great, He feizes Man* ; 
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 
With new Inquiries, 'mid AfTociates new. 
Tell me, ye Stars I ye Planets ! tell me, all 
Ye Starred, and Planeted, Inhabitants I What is it ? 
What are thefc Sons of Wonder ? Say, proud Arch I 
(Within whofc azure Palaces they dwell) 
Buih with Divine Ambition ! in Difdain 
Of Limit built f built in the Tafte of Heaven ! 
Vaft Concave ! Ample Dome ! Waft thou defign*d 
A meet Apartment for the DEITY ? — 
Not fo ; That Thought alone thy State imoairs. 
Thy Lofty finks, and ihallows thy Profiunal 
And ftreightens thy Diffujive ; dwarfs the Whole^ 
And makes an Univerfe an Orrery. 

Bui 
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m I xlrop mine Eye, and look on Man, 
c regain'<l, thy Grandeur is refbr'd, 
/ wide flies ofF th' expanding Round, 
ivhole Magazines, at once, are £r^d 
en Air is hoUow'd by the Blow ; 
Difplotion diflipates the Clouds ; 
Ether's Billows dafh the diilant Skies ; 
: far more) th' expanding Round flies off, 
55 a mighty Void, a fpacious Womb, 
m with new Creation ; re-inflam'd 
linaries triumph, and aflume 
Jiemfelves. Nor was it drange, 
gh-wrought to fuch furprifing Pomp, 
like Glory, ftole the Style of Gods, 
es dark, obtufe, and fteep'd in ^^^ ; 
, to Senfey they truly are divine, 
abfolv^d Idolatry from Guilt ; 
n'd it into Virtue. Such it was 
who put forth all they had of Man 
o lift their Thought, nor mounted higher ; 
k of Wing, on Planets perch'd ; and thought 
s their Highefl, muft be their Ador'd. 

ley how 'wtak^ who could no higher mount ? 
there, then, Lorenzo! Thofe, to whom 
and Unexifient, are the Same ? 
ncomprehenflble is join'd, 
e pronounce it Madnefs, to believe ? 

the Mighty Builder thrown aflde 

ure in His Work ; ftretch'd out his Line 

jid fpread Amazement o'er the Whole ? 

He took Delight in wide Extremes), 
the Bofom of his Univerfe, 
>wn that reafoning Mite, that Infeft, Man^ 
1, and gaze, and wonder at the Scene ? — 
in might ne'er prefume to plead Amazement 
dief ' of Wonders in Himfeif, 
\j> be lefs miraculous, than what 
d bad form'd } Shall Myfteries defcend ^ 

From 
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From Un-myfterious ? Things piore Elevate, I 

Be more familiar ? I^ncrea^ lie ' 

More obvious than Created, to the Grafp 

Of human Thought ? The nm-e of Wonderful 

Is heard in Hhity tk^more we (hould jifient. 

Could we conceive Hhn, G O D He could not be; 

Or He not GOD, or <tve could not be Men, 

A G O D alone can comprehend a G O D ; 

Man's Difhuice'how immenfe I On/nch a Theme» 

Know This, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne^er fo ftrange) 

Nothing CBXi/atisfyy bat what eonfonnds ; 

Nothing, but what aftonijbes^ is true. 

The Scene thou fceft attefts the Truth I fing. 

And ev'ry Star fheds Light upon thy Creed. 

Thefe Stars, this Furniture, this Coft of Heaven, 

If but riportedy thou hadft ne^er believM ; 

But thine Eye tdls thee, the Romance is true. 

The Grand of Nature is th' Almighty's Oath^ 

In Reafon\ Court, to filence Unbelief. 

How my Mind, opening at this Scene, imbibes 
The moral Fmanations of the Skies, 
While nought, perhaps. Lor ens o lefs admires I 
Hiis the Great Sov'reign fent Ten thoufand Worlds 
To tell us, Hp refides above them All, 
In Glory's unapproachable Reccfs I 
And dare Earth'*sh6\^ Inhabitants deny 
The fumptuous, the magnific EmbaflTy 
A Moment^ Audience i Turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For Man's Emolument ; fole Caufe diat iloops 
Their Grandeur to Man's Eye ? Lorbw^o ! roui^i 
Let Thought, awaken'd, take the Lightnipg's Wing, 
And glance from Eaft to Weft, from -Pole to Pok. 
Whorfees, but is confounded, .or convinc'd? 
Renounces Reafon, or a G O D adores ? 
Mankind was fent into the World to fee > 
Sight gives the Science needful to their Peace ; 
That obvious Science zSasfmail Learning's Aid. 
Wouldfl thou on Metaphy fie Pinions foar ? - - 
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>r wound thy Patience amid Logic Thoms t 

>T travel Hi&oiytt enoimoiu Round i 

Jaiuri no fudt hard T-aSk injoias : She gave 

LMaketo'MAdiTcfliveof hiaTboughti 

^ Make &t i^ni^t, pointing -co the 8tan, 

\3 who fliould fay, " Reid thy chief LeJTaii there." 

roa bte to read this Manufciipt of Heaveo, 

iVhen, like a Puchiaent-ScTc^, flirunk up by Flameg, 

[t folds LoKENzo's LelTon from liis Sight. 

Leflbn how various I MottheOoDalotuy 
[ fee His Minipri ; I fee. diffns'd 
In radiant Ordcn, EiCincca fablime, - 
Of VaricMfs Offices, of various Plume, - 
la hegv'iily Liveries, diflia£lly, clad. 
Azure, Green, Parple, Pearl, or downy Gold, 
Or all conunix'd ; iJiey RaaA, with Wings outfprcad. 
Lilt'ning to catdi the Mnftcr's Icaft Comnund, 
And fiy thro' Nature, ete the Moment ends ; 
Numbers innumerable !— Wdl .concriv'd 
By Pegrni, «iid by ChriJUaa I O'er each SphMe 
heCdes an Angel, tadircflits-Courfe, 
And feed, or fan. its Flames ; or to difcbarge 
Other high Triift unknown, For who can tee 
Such Potnp of Mitto', ind.ini;^ine, MW, 
For which alcne Inanimate wbs> made. 
More fpahngly difpens'd 7 Tlttt nobler Son, 
Par iJker the great SIRE l—'Tis thus the Skits ■ 
Inform us of Siiperiorgi numberlefs. 
As much, 'm Exctiimct, above Mankind, 

As above farfi-, inMagKitrJe, ititSfierei. 
'ihifi, as a Cloud of Witnelles, hang o^ ui 1 
In a throned Tleaire are ail aar Deeds { 

Perhaps, a ThfMfand Demigods Jclnnd 

Onev'ry.Bcain weiee, to walk.wlth Men. 

Awful RefiefUoD ! Strong Reftraint from 111 ! 

Vet, htri, our Virtue finds Hill ftnmgcr Aid 
Pmntliefe ethereal Glories Senfe lurveys. 
•Saneth»g,< like Magic, Mkei fromthiiMw Vault-^ 
fti-T - With 



l^.. 



2^4 ?** CONSOLATION;«r, 

With juft Attention is it vicw'd ? Wc feel 
A fudden Succour, vn-implor'd, un-thought ; 
Nature herTelf does Half the Work of Man, 
Seas, Rivers, Mountains, Forefts, Deferts, Hocks, 
The Promontory's Height, the Depth profound 
Of fubterranfan, excavated Grots, 
Black- brow'd, and vaulted-high, and yawning wide 
From Nature's Strudlure, or the Scoop of Time ; 
If ample of Dimenfion, vaU of Size, 
Ev'n fJbe/e an aggrandizing Impulfe give ; 
Of folemn Thought enthufiaiHc Heights 
Ev'n The/e infufe.— But what of Vaft in ne/e ? 
Nothing ;— or we.>muft own the Skies forgot. 
Much lefs in Artj-^Ytdmirt I Thou Pygmy-Power! 
How doft thou fwell, and ftrut, with human Pride, 
To (hew thy Littlenefs ! What childifh Toys, 
Thy watry Columns fquirted to the Clouds 1 
Thy bafon'd Rivers,, and in\prifon^d Seas I 
Thy Mountains molded into Forms of Men ! 
Thy Hundred-gated Capitah ! Or Thofe 
Where Three Days Travel left us much to ride ; 
Gazing on Miracles by Mortals wrought. 
Arches triumphal, Theatres immenfe. 
Or nodding Gardens pendent in Mid- Air F 
Or Temples proud to meet their Gods Half-way f 
Yet Tbe/e ane£i us in no common Kind. 
What then the Force of fuch fuperior Scenes ? 
Enter a Temple, it will ftrike an Awe : 
What Awe from This the DEITY has built ? 
A Good Man fep'n, tho' filent, Counfel gives ; 
The touch'd Spectator wilhes to be Wife : 
In a bright Minror His own Hands have made. 
Here we fee Something like the Face of G OD. 
Seems it not then enough^ to fay, Lorenzo ! 
To Man abandoned, " Haft thou f ten the Skies P " 

And yet, fo thwarted Nature'*s kind Defign 
By, daring Man, he makes her facred Awe 
(That Guard from 111) his Shelter, his Temptation 
To more than coimnon Guilt, and quite inverts 



Art*s Intent. The trembling Stars 

les gigantic, fbdking thro* the Gloom 

3nt eredy that hide their Head by Day, 

dng Night ftill darker by their Deeds. ' 

ng in Covert, till the Shades defcend, 

ind Murder^ link'd, now prowl for Prey. . 

er earths his Treafure ; and the Thief, 

g the Mole, half-beggars him ere Morn, - 

//, ^dfoMl.Cofi/pirades, awake;. 

iiffling up their Horrors from the Moon, 

and Devaftation they prepare, 

igdoms tottVing in the Field of Blood. 

Qs of Riot in Mid-Revel rage. 

di I do ?— fiipprefs it ? or proclaim ?— ^r 

^/ the Thunder ? Now, Lorenzo! now. 

Friend's Couch the rank Adulterer V 

fecure ; and laughs at Gods and Men. 

ous Madmen, void of Fear or Shame, 

r Crimes bare to thefe chafte Eyes of Heaven ; *" 

kk, and fhudder, at a Mortal's Sight. 

ppn, and Stars, for Villains on/y made ? 

, yct/creen them, with tenebrious Light f 

;y were made to fafhion the Sublimei ' 

in Hearts, and ^ui/er make the fFi/e. 

;E,nds were anfwer'd once ; when Mortals liv'4 * 
iger Wing, of Aquiline Afcent 
ry Sublime. O how unlike \ 

ermin of the Night, this Moment fung, 
wl on Earthy and on her Venom feed I 
itient Sages, Human Stars I They met 
Others of the Skies ^ at MidnightrtNour; ' 

)unfel afk'd ; and, what they afk'd, obcy'd. 
yrite^ and Plato, He who drank * 

bn'd Bowl, and He of Tufculum, 
tn of Corduba^ (immortal Names f) 
Unbounded, and Elyfian^ Walks, 
fit for Gods, and Godlike Men, 
»k their nightly Round, thro* radiant Path| 
Isi trod ; onftrufled, chiefl|r|' thus. 
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To tread in Their bright Footfteps kere^low ; 
To walk inr WoFth iiill ^brighter than the Skies; 
If here f they con(ra(led their Contempt of Earth ; 
Of Hopes etermil kindled, There^ the Fire; 
nere^ as in near Approach, they glew'd, and grew 
(Great Viiitants f) more intimate with G O D, 
More worth to Men^ more joyous to Tbeti^tk}€i. 
Thro' various Ftrtues, they, with Ardor, ran 
The Zodiac of their learnM, illuftrious Lives. ' 

In Chriftian Hearts, O for a Pagan Zeal I 
A needful ^ but o^rclricus FrayW As much 
Our Jrdor Lefs, as Greater is our Liglg^ 
How monftroQs This in Morals ! Scarce more Ibany 
Would this Phanormnon in Nature (Irike, 
A Sun^ that froze us, or a Star^ that warmM. 

What taught thcfe Heroes of the Moral World ?• 
To Tiiefe ihou giv'ft thy Prai/f^ give Cre^^ too. 
Thcfe Doctors ne'er were pcnfion'd to deceive thcc j 
And Pagan Tutors are thy Tafte.-r—They taught, 
yi'^/. Narrow Vic wi betray fo Mifery : 
naty Wife it is to comprehend the Whole ; 
Thaty Virtue rofe from Nature, pondered well^ 
The fingle Bafe of Virtue built to Heaven : 
That, GOD, and Nature,' our Attention claim: 
That, Nature is the Glafs refleaing GOD, 
As, by the Sea, refle^ed is the Sun, 
Too glorious to be gaz'd onin his Sphere: 
That, Mind immortal, loves immortal Aims : 
That, houndlefs Mind Si§fc^ sl boundle/i Space : 
That, Vaft Sui#eys, and the Sublime of Things, 
The Soul affimilate, and make her Oreat : 
That, therefore, Heav'n her Glories, as a Fund 
Of Infptration, dius fpreads out to Man. 
8suh are their Do^rines f Such the Night ivi{'^ii% 

And what more true? What Tfuth of grea^ 
The SOul of Man was made toi^alk the ^kiesi^ 
pdightf al Ou\kt. %& \xx ^ieICqu H^e ! 
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^^re^ difincttmber^d from her Chains, the Tiiei 
Df Toys terreftri^l, ihe can rove at IsM'ge % 
There, freely can. refpire, dilate, extend, 
rn fall Proportion let loofe all her Powers i 
And, undeluiUd, grafp at fbmething Great. 
Kor, as a Stranger, does (he wander Theret / 
But, wonderful Herfelf, thro' Wonder (Ir^s i 
Contemplating their Grandeur, £nds her vwn % 
Dives deep in their Oeconomy divine^ 
Sits high in Judgment op their various Laws, 
And, like a Mafter, judges not amifs. 
Hence greatly pleased, and juiUy proud, the Soot 
Grows confcious §f her Birth celeflial ; breathes 
More. Life, more Vigour, in her native Air ; 
And feels herfelf ^z home among the Stars ; 
And, feeling, emulates her Country's Praife. 

What call we, then, the Firmament, Lorinzo l^ 
As Earth the Body, iince, the Skies fuilain 
The Soul with FOod, that gives immortal Life, 
C«//iV, The noble Failure. of the Mind ; ' 

Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exults. 
And riots thro' the Luxuries of Thought. 
Call it. The Garden of the DEITY, 
Bloflbm'd with Stars, redundant in the Growth 
Of Fruit ambrofial 5 moral Fruit to Man. 
Gi// />, The Breaft-plate of the true High-Prieft, 
Ardent with Gems oracular, that give, " • 
In Point* of higheft Moment, right Refponfe ; 
And ill-negleded, if we prize our Peace. 

Thus, have we found a true Aftrology ; 
Thus, have w« found a new, and noble Senfe^ 
In which alone Stars govern human Fates. 
that the Stars (as fome have feign'd) let fall 
£loodfhed, and Havock, on embattled Realms^ 
And refcu'd Monarchs from fo black a Guilt I 
BouaBON ! this Wiih how gen'rous in a Foe f 
^pjlJ^ft'thou be Great, wouldH thou become a God, 
;k tty^4cathl^9 Name among the Stars, 




For mighty Conquefts on a Needle's Point ? 
Inflead of forging Chains for Foreigners,' 
BaftiU thy ^utor : Grandeur AH thy Aim ? 
As yet t]iou kiiow^fl not what it is : How Great, 
How Glorious, then, appears the Af/W of Man, 
When in it All the Stars, and Planets, roll ? 
And what it/eemsy it // : Great Obje6ts make 
Great Minds, enlarging as their Views enlarge; 
no/e ftill more Godlike, as The/e mote Divine^ 

And more divine than Tl>/fe, thou canft not iee* 
Dazled,J o'erpower'd, with the delicious Draught 
Of mifceilaneous Splendors, how I read 
£rom Thought to Thought, inebriate, without End I 
An £//<'», This ! a Paradise ji^»/p^ / 
I meet the DEITY in evVy View, 
And tremble at my Naked nefs before Him I 
O ihart I could but reach the Tree of Life ! 
For Here it grows, unguarded from our Tafte ; 
No F/aming-Stuorid denies our Entrance Here ; 
Would Man but. gather, he might Uvefor ever. 

Lorenzo! much of A/(7ra/ haft thou feen. 
Of curious Arts art thou more fond ? Then mark . 
The Math^matic Glories of the Skies, 
In*Number, Weight, and Meafure, All ordained. 
LoRENZ9*s boafled Builders, Chance, and Faie, 
Are left to finilh his aereal Towers ; 
Wifdom, aijd Choice, their well-known Charaftcn 
Here deep-imprefs j and claim it for their Own. 
Tho' fplendid All, no Splendor void of \Jh ; 
Ufe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Tonuer j 
No wantonWafte, amid efFufe Expencc j ^ 
The Great Oeconomist adjufting All 
To prudent Pomp, magnificently Wife. 
How rich the Profpeft ! and for ever new ! 
And ne'wcft to the Man that views it mofi ; 
For Newer lliil in Infinite fucceeds. 
Then, Thefc aereal Racers, O how fwift ! 
Hgyv the Shaft Mtinjrom the ftrongeft String ! 






spirit Alone €a^ diftance the Career. 

Orb above Orb afcending without End f 

Circle in Circle, without End, inclos'd ! 

VTheel within Wheel 5 EzekielI like to Thine! 

Xike Thine, it feems a Vifion, or a Dream ; 

Tho'y^/v, we labour to believe it true f 

"Wluit Involution ! What Extent .' What Swarms 

Cf Worlds, that laugh at Eart^ / immenfely Great ! 

Immenfely diilant from each other*s Spheres I 

^hat then, the wondVons Space thro' which they roll? 

-At once it quite ingulphs all human Thought j 

*Tis Compreheniion's abfolute Defeat. 

... • <• 

Nor think topu feeil a wild Dlforder here s 

Thro' this illuftrious Chaos to the Sight, ^ 

-Arrangement neat,' and chafleil Order, reign. 

The Path prcfcribM, inviolably kept, 

Upbraids the Ifwlefs Sollies of Mankind. 

Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 

'What Knots are ty'd ! How foon are they diflolv'd^ 

-And fet the feeming marry'd Planets free I 

*Tlity roye for ever, without Error rove j 

Confuiibn unconfus'd I Nor lefs admire 

This Tumult untumnltuous $ All on Wing f 

In -Motion, All I yet what profound Repofe I -^ 

^at fervid Aftion, yet no Noife ! as aw'd 

To Silenc^ by the Prefenca of their^ hOR D ; - 

Or hulh'd, by His Command, in Love to Mai^^ 

And bid let fall foft Beams on human Keik, 
.Heftlefs themfelves. On yon coerulean Plaon, 

Jn Exultation to Their GOD, and SCbine^ 

They dance, they fingeternal Jubilee, 

Eternal (Celebration of //« Pr^fe. 

Sut, fmce their Song arrives not at our Ear, 

Their Dance perplex'd exhibits to the Sight 

J'air Hieroglyphic of His peerlefs Power. 

Mark," how the Labyrinthian Turns they take. 

The Circles intricate, and myftic Maze, 

Weave the grand Cypher of 0/«w^ff/^«f^; ,^ . 
.|?I^G«i/^, how Great ! )iow Legible to A^tfy.' 
**^-*^. 'N*3 * Leav^^ 
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Leaves fo much wonder greater Wonder ftill ? 
Where arc the Pillars that fupport the Skies ? 
What More^than >^Anr//^rv Shoulder props 
Th* incumbent Load ? What Mi^c, what ilrange Aft, 
In fluid Air thefe ponderous Orbs fuftains I 
Who woufd not think them hung in golden Chains ?-9 
And fi they are ; in the high Will of Heaven^ 
Which fixes All ; makes Adainantof Air, 
Or Alt' of Adamant ; makes All of Nought, 
Or Nought of All ; if Jucb the dread Decree* ' ' 

Imagine from their deep Foundations torn 
The moft gigantic Sons of Earth, the bro^d - 
And tow'ring J^s, a)l toft into the Sea; 
And, light as Down, or volatile as Air, 
Their Bulks enonr\ou9 dancing on the Wares^ 
In Time, and Meafure, exquHite; white aH 
The Wipds, in Emulation of the Spheres, 
Tunc their fonorous Inftruments aloft ; 
The Concert fwcH^ and animate the Ball. 
Wculd this appear amazing ? ^^at, then, WorM*,; 
In a far thinner Element fuftam^d; 
And adting the fame Part, with greater Skill, 
More rapid NR)vemettt, and fot Tiohhf^'Ent/s /^ 

More oMdtrs En* to pafs*, are not thefe Staj* 
The Scats Maj^ftic, procrd imperial Thrones, 
On which angelic Dekgatcr of Heaven; 
At certain Periods, a? the So^REicwnod*, 
Difcharge high 'Prnfht)f Vengtancr^ or of Lon^^ 
To cltathe, in outward Grandeur, Giztd D^figYt, 

And AdU moft Solemn ftill more* folelhMte ? 

• ■ 

Ye Citiascns of Air ! what ardeft't Thanks, . 
What full Effufion of the grateful Heart, 
Is doe from Man inddgM hr fuch a Sight ! 
A Sight fo noble I and a Sight fo kind f 
It drops »^*w Truthi at ev'ry ne^ StirVey ? 

Feels not Lorbm^o Something ilir withki, 

Tkat 



rhat fweeps away all Period i As Thefe Spheres 

Mea/ure Duration, they no lefs infpire 

The Godlike Hope of Ages without End. 

The boundlefs Space, throV which thefe Rovers take 

Their reftlefs Roam, fuggefts the Siftcr-Thougjit 

Of boundlefs Time, Thus, by kind JV«/«r/s Skilly 

To Man un-labour'd, that important Gued^ 

Eternity, finds Entrance at the Sight: 

And an Eternity y for Man ordaitk'dy 

Or Thefe his d||hin'd Midnight Counfellors, 

The Stars f had nevgr whifper^d ic to Man. 

Nature informs ^ St ne*er infisitSy her SOAs, 

Couki fhe then kindle the moft ardent Wifh 

To difafpoint it ? — ^That is Blafphemy. 

Thus, of thy Creed a Seccmd Artkle> 

MomentOttSi as th' £xifte&ce of a GOD, 

Is found (as I conceive) whiere ramly fought; 

And thou aiay'ft read thy S9mI iwtmrtal^ Heve. 

Here, then, Loaenzo! on thefe Gloriet dwell jp 
Nor want the gilt, illunriaated. Roof, 
That calls the wretched Guy to dark Delights. 
ijfemblies ? — Thjs is one divinely bright ; 
^ey un-endangpr'd in Health, Wealth, or Fame>v - 
Range thro^ the faixeft, and die Soltan iccfii, . 
He; wife as 7i&^ no Cr^/»/ hdds fo fair, 
As That, yyhich on his Tarbant awet a World j: 
And thinks the Mom is proud to copy Him. 
Look on her, and gain more than Worlds can ^t§, . 
A Mind fuperior to the Charms of P^wer* 
Thou muffled in DelufioBS of this LifeFr 
Can yonder Moon turn Ocean in his Bed, 
From Side to Sidei itk cotiftaat Bbb^ and FloWy 
And purify from Stench his w^try Realms ? 
And fails her moral Influence } Wants fiie Power 
To turn Lorenzo's fti^bom Tide^^ Though 
From ftagnating on Earths infefted Shore, 
And purge from Nuifance his corrupted Heart ? 
^Is her Attradion when it draws^to Heaven ? 
JKayt and to what dpu valu*ft mpr^^ EartV% Joy ? 

N 4 Miiide 
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Minds elevate, and panting for Ufifeen^ 
And defecate from Senfc^ alone obtain 
• Full Relifh of Exiflence un-deflower*d. 
The Z;0 6f Life, the Zefi of worldly Blifs. 
M\ elfe oa Earth amounts — to what ? To Thin 
*• Baikio he SuJ'er'ii i Blessings to bcl^;" 
Earth's richeft inventory boafts no more. 

Of higher Scenes be, then, the Call obey 'd. 
O let me gazei — Of Gazing there's no E»d. 
O let me think I — Thought too is wild^'d Jbere i 
In Mid -way Plight Imagination tires f 
Yet foon re-prunes her Wing to foar anew, • 

Her Point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So ^reat the Pleafure, fo frofound the Plan f 
A Banquet, This, where Men, and Angels, meet. 
Eat the fame Manna, mingle Earth, and Hearen. 
How diftant fome of thefe nodumal Suns \ t * 
So didant (fays the Sage), *twere not abfupd 
To dodbt, if Beams, fet out at Nature\ Birth^ 
Are yet arfiv'd at this fo foreign World ; 
The' nothing half fo rapid as their Flight. 
An Eye of Awe and Wonder let me roll. 
And XKk\for ever : Who can fatiate Sight 
Jn/ucJb a Scene ? in fuch an Ocean wide 
Of deep Aftonifhment ? Where Depth, i^eightj Breadth, 
Are loft in their Extremes ; and where to count 
The thick- fown Glories in this Field of Fire, 
V crhsif I ^ era fh^s Computation fails. 
Now, go, j^mbition / boaft thy boundlefs Might 
In Conqueft, o'er the Tenth Part of a Grain. 

And yete'Lo RE 112^0 ealls for Miracle?, 
To give his tott'ring Faith a folid Bafe. 
^ Why call fbr Le£s than is already thine ? 
Thou art iw) Novice itt Theology ; 
What is a Miracle F — ^'Tis a Reproach^ 
'Tis an implicit Satire, on Mankind ; *-^ 

And while it /attsfies, it cen/ures too. ^^ 

To Coinrnqn-Senfe, Crcai iVi?/«r^'s-Coitrfe procIa^Ej^" 






)E JTY : When Mankind falh aflccp, 
Uracle is fent, as an Alarms 

wake the World, and prove Him o^er again, * 

vr^ Argument, but not more ^rwfj'. * 

, Which imports more Plenitude of Power^ 
Nature's Laws to ^jr, otto repeals 
ngttke a Sun, or fop hb Mid-Career ? 
countermand his Orders, and fend back 
flaming Courier to the frighted Eafi^ 
-mM, and ^ftonifiiM, at his Evening Ray ? 
yid the Moon^ as with her Journey tirM, 
1jalon\ foft, flow'ry "Vale repofe ? 
It Things are Thefe ; ftill Greater, to create. "^ 

n Adam's BowV look down thro' the whole Train 
l^f iracles ; — Refiftlefs is their Power ? 
y do not, can not,, more amaze the Mind^ 
n This, call*d un-miraculous Survey, 
uly weigh'd, if rationally feen, 
»en with human Eyes. The Brute, indeed, 
nought hat Spangles here ; the Fool, no more, 
ft thou, " The Courfe of Nature governs All T* 
Cour/e of Nature is the Jrt of GOD. 
Miracles thou call'ft for. This atteft j 
fay; Could Nature Nature"* s Courfe controul ? 

ut. Miracles apart, who fees HIM not, 
^r/s CoNTRouLBR, AuTHOR, GuiDE, and £nd ^ 
3 lurns his Eye on Nature^ Midnight- Face, 
muft inquire — " What Hand behind the Scene, 
^hat Arm Almighty, put thefc wheeling Globes 
1 Motion, and wound up the vaft Machine ? 
^0 roiinded in his Palm thefe fpacious Qrbs ? 
Hio bowl'd them flaming thro' the dark profound^ 
'um'fous as glitt'ring Gems of MorningrDew, 
r Sparks from populous Cities in a Blaze, 
nd'ftl the Bofon^ of Old Night on Fire ? 
copied her Defert, and made Horror /»//?/*'* 
if tKc Military Stile delights thee, 
Stars have fought their Battles, leagu'd with Man)^ 
%o marflials this bri^t HoU ? Enrolls their Names ? : 
J ^ S " Appoints 
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*' Appoints theic Pdlr^ tbdr MardieBy. undRetafta^ 
*" Punaual, at (lated Periods ^ Who difbaad^ 
*' Thefe Vec*ian Troops, their find JhaVf dbne^ 
^ If e'er dilbanded ?'*^H£, whoiS potest Wo^d, 
Like the load Trumpet, levyM firft 



In Nigbth ingloriom Empire, wher^ i^tsf fUzft 
in B^ of ]Xrknds ; ardi^'d thenr widr fieroe- Ftasferr 
Arranged, andiKfei|!^'d, andd^ath'dinfGdds 
And call'd them out of Cir^vr to the Field, 
Where now they war vMttVtce Vi^UnbeJief. 
O let us join This Army 1 Johnog Thefe, * 

Will give us Hearts intrepid, at That Hour, 
When brighttr Phnres fiiall cut a darhtt Night ; 
When thefe ilrong Demonftn^ona of a 6 OD 
ShaU hide their Heads^ or tumble from their Spherei^ 
And One et&nal Curtain cover All ! 

Struck at that Thought, as new-;iwakM, I lift 
A more en1ighten*d Eye, and read the Ststrs 
To Man ftill more in-opitious ; and thtir Aid 
(Tho' gmltlefs of Idolatry) implore ; 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft Name. 
O ye Di*viders of my Time ! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my Days^ and Months, and Years, 
In your fair Kalendar diftindily mark'd f 
Since that authentic, radiant Regifter, 
Tho* Man infpefls it not, fhinds good againft him ; 
Since Tou^ and Years, roll on, tho' Man ^nds iHU ; 
Teach me my Days to number, and appl^y • 
"My trtmbliitg Heart to Wifdom j now beyond 
All Shadows of Excufe for fooling on. 
Age fmooths our Path to Prudence ; fweeps afidc 
The«Snarf s, keen AfpttiUy and Pajffion^ ipread 
To catch ftray Souls 5 and, Woe to That grey Hfcad, 
Whofe folly would undo, whiit Age iMis done I 
Aid, then, aid, All ye Stars !— Much rather, UlJOtJj 
Great A RTIST \ Thou, whofe Finger fet ari|^ 
This cxquifite Machine^ with all its Wheels^ ., * 

Tho' intdwlv'd, exaft ; and pointitig out 
Life's rapid, and irrevocable H5ght|i ^^ 




"Wttli fach an Index fa«r, as none can mifs, 
"Who lifts ^ £/e, *^iior fleeps till k is dos'd. 

Oj^n mifte Eye, Ihnead DEITY! to read 

The tacit Dodbine of thy Works-; to fee 

Things as tiiey are, ii]i-altcr*d thro* the Glaft 

Of worWJy Wiftcs. Time, Etermfy f 

(Tis Th^, sii^mcaTtir'd, ruin all Mankind) 

Set them bdforeine ; let me lay them Both 

In equal Scale, ahd learn their various Weig^ 

Let £rM^ appear a Moment, as it // ; 

And Ut£termtf9 full Orb, at once, . 

Turn on my Sou), and ftrike it into Heaven. 

When (hall I {eehx more than chaon^ me Now^ 

Gaze on Creation's Model in Thy Br^A 

Unveiled, nor vvonder at the Tranfcript more ? 

When, This vile, foreign, Duft; which fmothers Alt 

That travel EartJif*s deep Vale, fhall I ihakc off i 

When fhall my Soul her Incarnation quit. 

And, re-adopted to Thy blcft Embrace, 

Obtain her J^theofit in T HEE ? 

Doft think, Lqrbnzo I this is wand'rxng wide^ 

No, *tis diredlly flriking at the Mark ; 

To \^ke thy ehad Devotion • was my Point ; 

And how I blefs Night^z confecrating ^lades. 

Which to a Temple turn an Vnmerje ; 

Fill us with great Ideas, full of Heaven, 

And antidote t}ie peftilential Earth ! 

hiey'^xy Storm, that either frowns, or falls. 

What an Afylum has the Soul in Prayer! 

And what a Fane is Tint, in which to pray! 

And what a G OD muft dwdl in fuch a Fane!^ 

O what a Qtdpa& muft inform the Skies ! 

And is LoRBHzo's S{damander-Hcart 

"Cold, and untouched, amid thefe facred Fires ? 

O ye normal Sparks ! Ye glowing Embers, 

On Heaven's broad Hearth I Who bum^ or burn no morfl^ 

\Vho blaze; or die, a» Great J EH O V A H> Breath J 

• Pag? 256, 
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Or blows yoa, or forbears ; afiift ray Song ; 
Pour your whole Influence ; exorcize hfs l^eart. 
So long pofiefl^ and bring him back to Man. 

And is Lorenzo a Demurrer ////^ . 
Tridi in thy Parts provokes thee to conteft 
truths, whicfay contefted, put thy Parts to Shame* 
l^or fhame they more Lorenzo's HiaJ, than Heart ; 
Kfaitbltfs Hearty . how defpicably Small ( 
Too Streight, aught Great, or Gen*rous^ to receive ! 
FUrd with an Atom I £ird, and fooled, with ^e{fl 
And Self miftaken I Self, that lafts an Hour I 
JnfiinSs lUid Paffions^ of the nobler Kind, 
Lie fulFocated There ; or They alone^ 
Rea/onz^zxt^ would wake high Hope ; and open» 
To raarifli'd Thought, that InteiUaual Sphere, 
Where Ordtr^ Wifdom^ Goodmfs^ Pro*vidence, 
Their endlefs Miracles of Love difplay. 
And promife All t\ke truly Great defire. 
The Mind that would hthapfy^ muft be great ; 
Great, in its Wijhes ; Great, in its Sur^m^. 
Extendefl .Views a harrow Mind extend 'r 
Puih out its corrugate, expanfive Make, . 
Which, ere-long, wreTr^ than Planets (hall embrace. 
A Man of Coippafi makes a Man of Worth ; 
Divine contemplate, and become Diiine^ 

As Man was made for Glory, and for Bli^s, 
All Littlenefs is in Approach to Woe ; 
Open thy Bofom, fet thy Wifhes wide^ 
And, l^t'iii Manhood i IttiaHappinef si 
Admit the boundlefs Theatre of Thought 
Prom Nothing, up to G CD ; which makes a Man. 
Take GOD from Nature^ nothing Great is left ; 
Man's Mind is in a Pit, and nothing fees ; 
Man's Heart is in a Jakes, and loves the MirCi \ 

Smerge from thy Profound 5 ereA thine Eye ; ; 

See tfcy Diftrefs I. Haw clofe art thou befieg'd I • " 

Befieg'd by Nature^ the proud Sceptic's Foe I 
Indos'd by thefc innumerable Wwlds^, ' • 

; . Sparklifil' 
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parkling^Convidion on the darkcft Mind, 

^s in a golden Net of Providence, 

Uw art thott c^ugj^t, fce Captive of Belief ! 

rom this thy bleft Captivity, what Art, 

^hat Blafphemy to Reafon, fets thee free I 

^his Scene is Heav'n's indulgent Vic^nce : 

'Hnft thou bear up dgainfl this Tide of Glory f 

Hiat is Earth bofom^d in thefe ambient Orbs, 

at. Faith in .G O D impos'd, and prefs'd on Man f 

>ar'il thou ftill litigate thy dcfp'rate Cau/r, 

pite of thefe numerous, awful^ IFitneJfes^ 

^nd doubt the Depofition of the Skies ?* 

^how laborious is thy Way to Ruin f 

Laborious ? 'Tis imfra^cahle quite ; 
b fink beyond a Doubt ^ in this Debate, 
^ith all his Weight of Wifdom, and pf Will, 
nd Crime flagitious, I ttfy 2l Fool. 
^e wifh they Jid; but no Man diJbelte*oes. 
OD is a Sfirit ; S^rit cannot ftrike 
hefe grofs, inaterlal Organs ; G OD by Man 
s much is feen, as Man a G O D can fee, 
tbefe adoniihing Exploits of Power, 
'hat Order, Beauty, Motion, Diftance, Size I 
>nfertion of Ddign, how exquifite ! 
ow complicate, in their divine Police ! 
pt Means ! Great Ends I Confent to gen'ral Good !— < 
Lch Attribute of thefe material Gods, 
' long (and that with fpecious Pleas) adored, 
fepVate Conqueft gains o'er Rebel Thought ; 
id leads in Triumph the whole Mind of Man* 

Lorenzo ! This may feem Harangue to Thcci 
ch All is apt to feem, that thwarts our Will, 
id doft thou, then, demand a yiim//^ Proof 
* this g^:eat Mafter-Moral of the Skies, 
ifkiird, or dif-inclin'd, to read it />&^r^ ^ 
ice 'tis the Baiis, and All drops without it, 
ike it, in One compadl, unbroken Chain, 
r£l¥9of infifts on an attentive Ear j 
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*Twill not make One amid a Mdb ^ Thoaglits^ 
And, for thy Notice^ ftrnggle wkk choi World. 

Itttirt ; The World QiMi out jtufc— Thy Thoughts caB 

Home;—. 
Imagination's aity Wing reprefs i— 
Lock up thy Smfet ;^-Let no Paffion ftir ^«• 
Wake all 16 Rutfon h^Let her reign alooe ;r^ 
Then» in thy 5«ik/*9 deep Silence, and the Depth 
Of ^tft^r^VSyettce, Midntghty thus inqiart^. 
As /have done a and. (hail inquire tto more. 
In Nature's Chapel, thus the (^ilions run. 
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What am I? and from iFi&Mrr^ f --«I nodungkaewv 
<< But that \am\ and, fmce I am^ conclude 
<* Something £//n!(Kr/: Had there eV been iVirar^/y 
'* Nought flili had been : Eternal there mir/f be.^* 
«< But ^i'A/' Eternal ?— Why not Ihtmm Rattf 
<* And Adam^s Anceflors without an Bnd ?-^ 
<< That's hard ta be conceived \ fince ev'iy Link 
<' Of that long.chain'd Succellion is fb frail ; 
<< CsLTi tv'ry F^t depend, md nm the ff^Me ^ 
*' Yet grant it True i triw Difiiculties rife ; 
*' Pm dill quite out at Sea ; nor fee the Shore. 
•* Whcncc.£/»r/^, and thcfe bright Orfo/'—^/inw/ too?— ^ 
** Grant Matter was Eternal ; ftill thefe Orhs 
« Would want foolie Other Father ; — ^Mudi Defigu 
** U feen in all then* Motions^^ ail their Makes ; 
•* Dejigu implies IntelUgenttj and Art : 
•• That can't .be from Thefn/ehres — or Man ; TheU Art 

Man fcarce can comprehend, could Man bellow ? 

And nothing Greater, yet allow'd, than Man»^^ 
** Who, Motion^ foreign to thp fmalleft Grain, 
•* Shot thro' vad MaiTes of enormoio Weight? 
** Who bid. brute A2b//^'s refHve Lump affume 
<* Such various Forms, and gave it Wings to iiy ? 
*< Has Matter innate Motion ? Then each Atom, 
«« Aflerting its indifptttable Right 
•* To dance, ;would form an iJniverfe of Duft : 
** Has Matter none ? Then whence thefe glorious PormSi 
f^ And bottndle& Flights,. fro» SbafeU/s, and Refos'd^ 

•• Hit 
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Has Matter mon than Motion ? Has it Thought, 
Judgment, ftn^ Gcftios ? Is it deeply IdoroM 
In Mathimatics ? Hm il fram*dyiici6 Laws, 
Whick^ barta^Mf//, a Newton made immortal ?<^ 
If fa, how eachy27j? Atom laughs at nu^ 
Who think a CW inferior to a Mar^l 
If Arty to form ; and Codn&l, to €oiida£l s 
And That w^ greater far, dian Human Skill, 
Reftdes not in each Blotk ;•— a GODHEAD reigps.*^ 
Grant, then, Invifible, Eternal, MIND; 
not gkanted. All is fbhr'd.--^itt, granting That, 
Draw I not .o'er me a itill darker Clond ? 
Grant I not That whkh I can ne'er conceive ? 
' A Being without Origin, or End F-— 

HaD, Human LibeKy ! There is no G O D-«- 
' Yet, Why? On either Scheme that Knot fubftfts ; 
' Sabiift it nwfi^ in GOD, or Human Raa ; 
' If in the Laft, how many Knots befide, 
; lAdiffoluble All ?— Why chufc it There, 
' Where, chofen, ilill fubfift Ten thoufand morei 
^ Reject it, where, Tifat chofen, all the Reft 
^ DifpefsM, leave i^i7^«*s whole Horizon dear ? 
^ This is not Reafon's Dictate ; Rea/h fays, 
' Clofe with the Side where One Grain turns the Scale ; 
^ What vaft Preponderance is Here ! Can Reafcn 

* With loader Voice exclaim — Believe a G OD ? 
^ And Reafon heard, is the fole Mark of Man. 

* What Things Impoflible miift Man think True, 
^ On any other Syftem f And how flrahge 

* To Dijbelieve, through mere Credulity !" 

V 

If, in this Chain, Lorenzo finds no Flaw, 
Let it for ever bind hsm to Btllef, 
And where the Link, in which a Flaw he finds,?—, 
find, if a G OD there is, that GOD how Great 1 
How Great that Paw'a^ whofe providenlial Care 
Ihro' thife bright Orbi dark Centres darts a Ray I 
[>f Nature univerfal threads the Whole f 
Had hangs Creation, like a precious Gem, 
f ho' Little^ «n th« FoQtftool of HkThrone I 
t-. That 
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That Little Oera, how Large f A Weight let fall 
From a fixt Star, in Ages can it reach 
Thit di&SLtit Earth F Say, then, Lorenzo! where. 
Where, ends this mighty Building ? Where, begiSr 
The Suburbs of Caeation ? Where, the Wall 
Whofe Battlements look o^ into the Vale 
Of Non-Exiftence ? Nothino^s ilrange Abode ! 
Sfiy, at what Point of Space J &H O V A H dropp'd 
His flacken'd Lwe, and laid His Balance by ; 
Weigh'd Worlds^ and meafur'd Infinite, no more I 
Where, rears His terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-mundane Head ? and fays, to Gods, 
Tn Charaflers illuilrious as the Sun, 

I ftandy the Plan's proud Period i If renounce 
l^bd^Work accomf lifted', the Creation chs*d : 
Shout, all ye Gods ! norjhout, ye Gods alone \ 
Of all that lives, or, if de^void of Life, 
^hat refts, or rolls, ye Heights, and Depths, refoundl 
Refound! refound ! ye Depths, and Heights, refound! 

Hard are thofe Queftions ?— Anfwer harder ftill. 
Is This the Sole Exploit, the Single Birth, 
The Solitary Son, of Po^^r Divine ? 
Or has th' Almighty FATHER, with a Breath, 
Impregnated the Womb of diftant Space F 
Has He not bid, in various Provinces, 
Brother- Creations the dark Bowels burft 
Of Night primaeval ; barren, now, no more? 
And He the central Sun, tranfpiercing all 
Thofe Giant-Generations, which difport, . 
And dance, as Motes; in His Meridian Ray ; 
That Ray withdrawn. Benighted^ or Abforb'd, 
In that-2^^jg/i of Horror, whence they fprung ; 
"V/ hilt Chaos triumphs, repoffeft of All 
Rival Creation ra^ifti'd from his Throne ? 
Chaos K of Nature both the Womb, and Grave ! 

Think*ft thou, my Scheme, Lo renzo, fpreads todi 
Is This e^ttr'anjagant f--J4o ; This, isyi^ % r , j • 
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Juft, in ConjeSfure^ tho' 'twere falfe in F^l<^. < 

If 'tis an Error, 'tis an Error fprung 

from noble Root, High Thought of the M O S T-H I G H. 

But wherefore Error ? Who can prove it Such ?— 

He that can fe£ Omnipotence a Bound. 

Can Man concet*ve beyond what God can do ? 

Nothing, h\xt ^ite-ImpoJJtbley is Hard, 

-fe fummons into Being, with like Eafe, 

A Whole Creation f and a fingle Grain, 

Speaks He the Word ? a Thoufand Worlds are bornf-*- 

A Thoufaftd Worlds ? There's Space for Millions more; 

And in what Space can his great Fiat fail ? 

Condemn me not, cold Critic I but indulge 

rhe wsirm Iffiagsnation : Why condemn ? 

^hy not indulge Such Thoughts-, as fwcll our Hearts 

^ith fuller Admiration of TZtit Potuer^ 

^ho gives <tur Hearts with fuch high Thoughts to fwellf - 

^hy not indulge in His augmented Praife ? 

^arts not His Glory a ftill brighter Ray, 

^he lefs^is left to Ci^aos, and the Realms 

^f hideou* Nighty where Fancy flrays aghaft $ 

^nd, the' moft talkative^ makes no Report ? 

Still f(iems my Thought enormous ? Think again j— * 
^xpirience 'Self Ihall aid thy lame Belief. 
»^^«^ {that Revelation to the Sight !> 
"^ave they not led us deep in the Difclofe 
-^f fine-fpun Nature^ exquifitely Small ; 
^nd, Xho" demonf rated, Ml ill-concei'v'd ? 
fi thetf; on the Reverfe, the Mind would mount 
^ Magnitude, what Mind <^n mount too -far, 
J^o keep the Balance, and Creation foife ? 
-'^/f^ alone can err on fuch a Theme f 
^hat is too Great, if we \\i^Caufe furvey ? 
'^upendous ARCHITECT! Thoi/, Thou art All! 
^y Soul flies up and dawn in ^Thoughts of The£, "^ 

^nd finds herfeif but at the Centre ftill I 
^A M, Thy Name I Exiftence^ all Thine o^wn ! 
'^eation's Nothif^g ; flacter'd much, if ftyl'd ^ 

{Tjt^c thin, the 'fatting AtH^ffhere of G O i>/' -* -J, 
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O for the Voice— of What ? of Whom ?— What Vo 
Can anfwer to my Wants, in/uch Afcent, 
As dares to deem One Univerfe too (hudl ? 

_ • 

Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fawy glows, 
Fir'd in the Vortex of Almighty Power) 
Is not this Home Creation, in the Map 
Of univei-fal Nature^ as a Speck, 
Like fair Britannia in our little Ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its Size, 
But, elfewliere, far out-meafur^d, faroutihone? 
In Fancy (for the Fa^ beyond us lies) ^ 

Canfl thou not figure it, an IJte^ almoft 
Too fmall for Notice, in the Faft of Being ; 
Severed by mighty S^ qiun-buili Space, 
From other Realms -, from ample C^ntitHnts 
Pf higher LiCe, where nobler Natives dwell ; 
Lefs Northern^ Jefs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the Ume of the Supreme ; 
Where Souls in £,xcellcnce make Haile, put forth 
Luxuriant Growths ; nor the late Autumn wait 
Of Human Worth, but ripen foon to Gods ? . 

Xef v?hy dfQWn /^mh^ \xt fueh Depdbii a$ ^ide^?: 
Return, prefumptuoas Kover f and cotifefs 
The Bounds of Man; nor blame thefti^ as too fmalk 
Enjoy we not fult Scope in what is^^^r ? 
Pull ample the Dominions of the Sun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide. 
The matchlefs Monarch, from his flaming Thron^j 
Laviih of Luftre, throws his Beams about him^ 
Farther, and fafter, than a Thought can fly. 
And feeds his Planets with etertial Fires f 
This Hdiopolis, by Greater far, 
Th^ the proud Tyrant of the AT//?, was bmlt ; 
And //fr alone, who built it, can deftroy» 
Beyond* thii Ciiy^ U^hy forays human Thought I 
One Wonderful, enough fpr Man to know ! 
One Infinite, enough for Man to range I 



One Firmanfient,. enough for Man to read { 







O-what voluminous Iirilruftion Here F 
What Page of Wifdom is deny'd hira i None i 
If learning his chief LeiTon inakes him Wife. 
Nor is Injtruaion, Here, our only Gain ; 
There dwells a^noblc Patboi in the Skies, 
Which warns our Falllani, profelytes our Hearts. 
Uow el^^emly (hines the glowing Pole! 
With what Authority it gives its Charge, 
KeiDonllracing great Truths in Style fublime, 
Tho' Silent, Loud I heard Earth around ; abov* 
The PkoMfrbcafd ; and not unheard ire Hell ; 
Hill has her Wonder, the' too proud to praife.- 
li Earth, then, moM Infernal? Ha> fhe Thofe, 
Who neither /mi/f (Loaimo I) axvaJmirtf 

LotENzo'a Admiration, prc-engag'd. 
>je'er «fle ib0jf«Mi One Q^oni never held. 
Xeaft Correfpondeflce-widi a Gngle Star i 
Ne'er rew'd an Altar ta the ^atm cf Hietitm 
Walking in BrightneCsi or her Train ador'd, 
'\\%it fiilunary Riv^B have long lince 
£ngrofs'd hit wifpla Devotion v Stan maliga, 
^iuch made [heirJond Afironunitr run niad i 
I)arken his /n/^/i£nf , corrupt^ //^irf; 
Caiife him to (asxi^ct bis Fane aad Peaci 
To.nptnCntafy Madaefi, caU'd Delight, 
Idolater, more giffirs tbu ever kifs'd 
The lifted Hand to Lvua, or pour'd Out 
TbeBk]od;t»Jovil-M:>THpU, tQ whom belong! 
-*// Sacrifice ! O Thou Greit Jov e Uiifeign'd t 
»ivtNEl*»s,Ta*'CTO« !■ Thy/o«Voh«w, Uit, 
For //a»'s Periifal i All in CapitalbI.- 
In Mmn, and Stan [Heav.'n') golden Alphabet !} 
£mblaz'd ta.feiw the SJg^t ) who tum, may r§edi 
Who reaJi, can ifliJtrJIaK^- 'lis Uaconiin'd 
To Chrijlian Landr or J.tMrj ; fairiy writ, ' 
In Language oniverial, toMASKinn; 
A Language, Lofty to tbe-Leam'd ; yet Plain, 
To Thofe,tha{A!ed tfa»FIsck, or gnid* i^^lo^gl^- 
Or, from iti Htifk>. ^ihe »ut ttiC boutidiDg Giaui. 
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A Language, worthy the Git eat MIND, thatfpcaksl j 
Preface^ and Comment ^ to the Sacred Page ! \ 

Which oft refers its Reader to the Skies, 
As pre-fuppo(ing his FJrft Leflbn there ^ 
And Scripture-felf a Frazmenty That unread. 
Stupendotis Book of Wijdom, to the Wife ! * 
Stupendous Book ! and opcn'd. Night ! by Thefi^; 

By Thee much open'd, I confefs, O Night! 
Yet more Fwifti ; but hoiv fhall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night ! whof^ modeft, maiden Beams 
Give us a ne'w Creation, and prefent 
The World's great Piaiire foften'd to the Sight \ 
I^s^y, Kinder far, far «iore Indulgent ft ill, . 
Say, Thou, whofe piild Dominion's Silver Key 
Unlocks our If emifphere, andTets to View 
Worlds beyond Number ; Worlds concealM by Day ' 
Behind the proud, and envious Star of Noon ! 
Canft thou ndt draw a deeper Scene ? — And fhew i 

The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thefe rich Regalia pompoufly difplay'd 
To kindle that high Hope ? Like Him of Ux, 
I gaze around; I fc'arch on evVy Side — — 
O for a Glimpfe of H I M my- Soul adores ! 
As the chas'd Hart, amid the defart Wafte* ■ 
Pants for the living Stream ; for H I M who made h€f, 
So pants the thirfty Soul, amid the Blank 
Of fublunary Joys. Say, Goddefs ! Whftfc ^ 
Wh^ce, blazes His bright Court f Where burns Bit 

Throne? 
Thou know'ft ; fdr Th6u art near Hrm ; by Thee, rowi 
His grand Pavilion, ' facred Fame reportis - 

The fable Curtains drawn. : If not, can none 
Of thy fair Daughter-Train, fotwift of Wing,- 
Who travel far, difcovcr where He dwells ? 
A Star His Dwelling pointed out Mo*w, 
Ye P/ei^des f Ar^m'us ! Mdtdei^ath ! ' • .:. ^ 

And thou, OWw/ of fiill keener Eye 1 
Say, y^, <vho guide the Wildel-'^ il^the Wsves,'-^^^ ^ 
Aod bring then* butef TempdftiDto Port! >- ^'^'^l 
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On which Hand muft I bend my Courfe to find Him f 
Tbefc Courtiers keep the Secret of their -K I N G ; 
I wake whole Nights, in vain^ to Heal it from them. 

1 wake^; and, waking, climb Night* % radiant Scale, , 
from Sphere to. Sphere j the Steps by Nature fet 
Por Man's Afcent ; at once to temfty and aid\ 
To tempt Kis Eye, and aid his tow'ring Thought ; 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation^^ rapid Car, 
Prom Earthy, as from my Barrier, I fet out. 
How fwift I mount ! Diminilh'd Earih recedes ; 
I pais the Moan ; and, from her further Side, 
Pierce Heav'n's blue Curtain; flrike into Remote i 
"Where, with his lifted Tube, the fubtil Sage 
His artificial, airy Journey takes, ' 
-And to Ci/ejiial lengthens Human Sight. 
1 paufe at cvVy Planet on my Road, 
And afk for H I M, who gives their Orbs to roll. 
Their Foreheads fair to fhine. JProm Saturn's Ring, . 
Iivwhich, of Earths an Army might be loft. 
With the bold Cornet^ take my bolder Flight, 
Amid t)\o{tfov' reign Glories of the Skies, i 

Of independent, native Luftre', proud ; 
Ihe Souls of Syilems ! and the Lords of Life, 
Thro' their wide Empires !-r-What behold I now f 
A Wildernefs of Wonders buining round i 
Where larger Suns inhabit higher Spheres j 
Perhaps xYi^Fillas of defcending Gods ! o 

Nor halt I here ; my Toil is but begun ; ' , 

Tis^but the ThreQiold of the D E I T Y; 
Or, fir beneath it, I am groveling ftiU, 
Nor is it ftrange i I built on a Millake ; 
The Grandeur of His Works, whence Folly fought 
For Aid, to ^^^« fets his Glory higher; . 

Who tuilt thus high for Worms (mere Worms to Him)i>^ 
Owhere^ LoRiiNZoi muft the Builder dwell ^ » 
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Paufe, then ; and, for a Moment, here refpirc.— 
If human Thought can keep its Station Here. 
Where am I ? — Where is jE'^nr/^ ^— Nay, where art Thott, 
O &uft /'—Is the Sun tttm*d Redufe ? — And are 
His boafted Expeditions Ihort to Mint?-^ 
To mine, how ihort ! On Nature's A/fj I fland. 
And fee a Thbufand Firmaments beneath ! 
A Thoufand Syftems ! as a Thoufand Grains ! 
So muc/j a Stranger, and fo late arrived, . 
How can Man's curious Spirtt not inquire. 
What are the Natives of this World lublime, * 
Of thisYcrfdrcign, un-terreftrial Sphere, 
Where Mortal, untranflated, never ftray'd ? 



ti 
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** O Ye, at diftant from my little H6me, 

As fwifteft Sun-beams in an Age can fly ! 

Far from my native Element I roam. 

In Queft of New, and Wonderful, to Man. 

What Province This, of If// immenfe Domain, 

Whom All obeys ? Or Mortals here, or Gods ? 

Ye Bord'rers on the Coafts of Blifs ! What are you? 

A Colony from Heav'n ? Or, only rais'd, 

By frequent Vifitfrom Heav'n's neighbouring RcaliW* 

To fecondary Gods, and half-divine ? — 

Wh^te'er your Nature, ^bis is paft Difpute, 

Far other Life you live, far other Tongue 

You talk, far other Thought, perhaps, you think;. 

Than Man. How various are the Works of God! 

But fay, What Thought ? Is Reafon here inthron'dj 

And^abfolute ? Or 3e9ife in Arms againft her ? 

Have you T<wo l-ightfi ? Or need you no rrueaPif 

Enjoy your hap|iy Realms their golden Age ? "^ 

And had Your Eden an abflemious Eve ? 

Oui^ Eve's fair Daughters prove their Pedigree, 

And alk their Adams — * JVho ^ouldmt beWiftV' 

Or, if yoUr Mother/^//, are yoviRedeefk^df' 

And if redeera'J^-^is your Redeemeryr»nr\f?*'V*^f 

la This your final Refidence ? If not, . 

Change you your Scene, Tranjlafed? Or by 




by De^tb ; f^hat Death > — Know you Difeaft ? 
iv^War ?--.WithAVBr, This fatal Hour, 
A groans (fo call we a fmall Field, 
Kings run mad). In Our World, Death 
deputes 

ranct to do the Work of Age ; 
langjng up^he Quiver Nature gave him, 
V t)f Execution, for Difpalch 
forth Imperial Butchers ; bids them flay 
Sheep (the filly Sheep they fleec'd before), 
)fs him twice Ten thoufand at a Meal. 
y9»r Executioners on Thrones ? 
wuy can Rage for Plunder make a God ? 
loodjhed'w^ih, out evVy other Stain ? — 
ou, perhaps, can*t bleed : From Matter groft 
spirits clean, are delicately clad 
2-fpun iEther ; Privileged to foar, 
ded, uninfeded ; How unlike 
jOt of Man ! How ftw of human Race 
i\x own Mud unmurder'd ! How we wage 
7ar eternal ! — ^Is your painful Day 
rdy Conflift o'er ? Or, are you llill 
[Candidates at School ? And have you Thofc 
difatfFe6l Re<verfions, as with Us F — 
'hat are fTe f You never heard of Man^ 
\rth 5 the Bedlam of the Uni verfe ! 
e Reafon (un-difeas'd with You), runs mad, 
nurfes Folly\ Children as her <ywn ; 
of the Fouleft. In the facrcd Mount 
ilinefsy where Reafon is pronounc'd 
'iblt ; and thunders^ like a God j 
there^ by Saints^ the Demons are outdone ; 
t Thefs think. Wrong, pur S^^nts refine, to Right i 
kindly teach dull Hell her own black Arts ; 
N, ^inftrufted, o'er their Moi-als fmiks. — 
'bis, how ftrange to You, who know not Man ! 
:he leaft Rumour of our Race arriv'd ? 
i here Elijah, in his flaming Car ? 
3y you jthegopd Enoch, oh his Road 
rhofe fair Fields,- whence Lucifer was htiri*ii ; • 
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^ Who bruftiM, perhaps^ your Sphere, in his DefceoCy 

*^ Stained your pure Ciyftal iEther, or let ^1 

** A ihort Edipfe from his portentous Shade ? 

'* O ! that the Fiend had lodgM on fome broad Orb 

'* Athwart his Way ; nor reached his prefent Home, 

«< Then blackened Earti? with Footftep$ fouled in Hell, 

'^ Nor wafh'd in Oceau^ as from Romb he paft 

*' To Britain's lile I too^ toa, confpicpousTirr^/'* 



But This is all Digreflion : Where is He, 
That o*er Hcav'n's Battlements the Felon hurl'd 
To "Groans, and Chains, and Darknefs ? Where is Hl» 
Who fees Creation's Summit in a Vale ? 
Hh, Whom, while Man is Miff, he can't but feek j 
And if he £nds, commences mwc than Man ? 
O for a Tclefcope His Throne to reach I 
Tell me, ye Learn'd on Earth I or Bleft Jbove I 
Ye feardiing, ye NnAjtonian Angels ! tell. 
Where, your Great Master's Orb ? His Planets, where? 
Thofe CQnfcious Satellites, thofe Mormng-StarSf 
Firft-born of D E I T Y ! from Central Love, 
By Veneration moft profound, thrown oflF; 
By f^veet Attraction, no lefs llrongly drawn ,• 
Ai»3^ and yet raptur'd ; raftur^d^ ytxfirene ; 
Pail Thought, illuflrious, but with borrow'd Beams; 
In ftiU approaching Circles, ilill remote^ 
Revolving round the Sun's eternal Sire ? 
Or fent^ in Lines diredt, on Embaffies 
To Nationsr— ia what Latitude ?— Beyond 
Terreftrial I'hought's Horizon ! — And on what 
High Errands fent ? — Here human Effort ends; 
And leaves me flilli a Stranger to His Throne. 

' Full well it might !*I quite miftook my Road, 
Born in an Aap jporpiCurious, than Devout ; 
More fond to fix the Place o£ Heav'n, or Hell, 
Than itudious this to ftiun, or thai fecurc. • * 

'Tis not the eurious, but the pious Path, 
That leads me to my Point : Lore^nzo ! know^ 
Without or 5/<7r, oi Jn^eli for their Guide, _ •• 



VhowoHhipGOD, (hall /iv^ Him. H\imh\e Love, 

And not proud Reafan, keeps the Doot^ of H«ay*n ; 

Lrje finds Admiffioii^ where proud Science failt; 

lean's Science is the Culture of his Heart; 

And not to loTe his Plumbet in the Depths 

€X Nature^ or the more Prbfouttd of G ODi 

Either to know, is an Attempt thkt fets 

The Wifeil #& a Level with the Fool. 

To fathom -ATirftfff (ill-attempted H;?rf.'^, 

JfzSi Doubt, is deep Philofophy Abo^ ; 

Higher Degrees in BHfb Archangels take. 

As deeper learned; the Deepeft, learning ftilt. 

lor, what a T^xto^/ifr of Oixinipotenee 

(So might J dare to fpeak] is Jeen in All ! 

in Man! In Eaftb! In more amazing W/V// 

Teaching this LefToii, Pride is loth to leam^-^ 

•* Not ikeply to Difcetn^ not much to Kntrwy 

** Mankind was bom to Wonder, and AnbaE/* 

And is there Caufe for higher Wander flill. 
Than that which ftruck us from our pad Surreys I 

^ Ves J and for deeper Adoration too. 
J'roBi my lateaiiry Travel unconfin'd,. 
Have 1 learnM nothing ? — Yes, LoiiENzo! Thisi^ 
Each of thefe Stars is a Religious Houfe ; 
I faw their Altars fmoke, their Incenfe rife, 

' And heard Ho/ttnnas ring through ev''ry Sphere, 
A Seminary fraught with futUre Gods. 
^ij/«r^ all o'er is f^ir/^rr«/^</ Ground, ^ 

L Teeming withGrowths Immortal, and Divine. 
The Gresrt ProprietoVs all>bounteous Hand 

I licaves nothing waile ; but fows thefe fiery Fields 

\ V^ith Seeds of Ruetfon^ which to f7rj^ rife 
^Fieath /AV genial Ray ; and, i^ 
The peftilential Blafts of flubborM -^^ ^ 
When grqwn mature, are gather'd i^the ^ies* 
And is Dkjottrn thought too much on Earthy 
When Beings, fo Superior, Homage hoaft^ 
Aod triumfh in Proftrations to The Th&oNe } 
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Bat wbeiefbremoKof Pluiet), orofStznt 
.Ethereal Jonmeyi, and, di&ovcr'd there. 
Ten thouluid Worlds, Tcn.thourand Ways devontf 
All NaiMTi fending Incenfe to Thx Throne, 
Except the bold Lokehzo's of Onr Sphere? 
Op'ning the folemn Syurcea of my Sou), 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd Ekidanus^ 
My flowbg Nainberi o'er the flaming Skies, 
Nor fee, of Fanej, or of FaS, what more. 
Invites the Mufe— Here turn we, and review 
Oar pafl Nodumal Laadfchape wide : — Then, fay, 
Say, then, LokinzoI with what Burft of Hearty 
The Whole, at once, revolving in his Thought, 
Mult Man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft i 
*' O what a Root I O what a Branch ^ Here ! 
« O what a Father I What a Family r 
*' Worldt I Syftems ! and Creations ! — And Cr^tionJ, 
" In One agglomerated duller, hung, i 

V • Great VINEI on Thbb, On Thee the Cliii*i 

hangs [ 
" The Filial Clofter ! infinitely fpread 
" In glowing Globes, with various Being fraught ; 
" And drinks (NefUreous Draught !) Immort^ Life- 
<• Or, (hall I fay (for ^ia can lay enottgh ?) 
" A Conllellatioa of Ten thoufand ^ems, 
" {And, OI of what Cimenfion I of what Weight !) 
<■ Set in One Sigatt, flames on the Right-hand 
" Of Majesty Divine I The blaziig Seal, 
" That deeply ftamps, on all created Mifid, ^ 

" Indelible, fli"/ fov'reigip Attributes, 
" Omhitotence, and Ldve J T/>at, pacing Bound; 
" And Thii, furpajice That. Nor (top we Hire, 
•< For Want of /"oflbLG O D, but Thimgh/ in MaN> 
" Even Tbii ackocWW, leaves us ftiU in Debt ; 
« IfG«<tf*rilught,What Greater all is Thjh^ 
" Dkbad sire ! — Accept this Miniatari of •iee ; 
" And pai^on an j^'/Mi^/ from Mortal Thoilght, 
P In wHich'Archangels might have fail'd, unblam'd." 

" * flow 



w fuch ideas of th' A L M I G H T Y's Pow\ 
Tuch Ideas of th' A LMIGHT Y's P/a/i, 
\ no| abfurd) diftend the Thoqght 
sble Mortals ! Nor of Them alone ? 
?ulncfs of the D E I T y breaks forth 
'oncei'vaf/es to Men, and Gods. 
z, then, O think ; nor ever drop the Thought; 
low. muft Man defcend, when Godj adore f — 
I not, then, accpmpliih^d niy proad fioaft ? 
not tell thee, " * We would mount, Lorenzo) 
d kindle our Devotion at the Stan /"* 

d have IfaiPd? And did 1 flatter thee ? 
irt all Adamant ? And dofl confute 
•g'd, with One irrefragable Smile ? 
N zo ! Af/r/^iiow miferable Here ! 
' by the Stars f by H I M who made them, fwear, 
rieart, henceforth^ fhall be as pure as 7 hey: 
Thou, like Them, (hdlijhwe ; like Them, fhalt n/e 
Low to Lofty ; from Obfcure to Bright ; 
e Gradation, Nature^s facred Law. 
tars, from whence ? — Afk Chaos — He can tell, 
bright. Temptations to Idolatry, 
Darkm/s, and Confufion^ took their Birth ; 
)f Deformity ! From fluid Dregs 
^eati,^ firft they rofe to Mafles rude ; 
hen, to Spheres opaque ; Then dimly fhone; 
brightened; Then blazed out vaferfeSl Day, 
r delights in Progrefs;, in Advance 
Worfe to Better : But, wh^n Minds sSccnd, 
rfs, in Part, depends u^^iC'Th:m/e/ves. 
Q aids Exertion ; Greater makes the Great; 
voluntary Little leiTens more^^^ 
L Man ! and thou ihalt b^^H/ 
lalf Self -made .^— AmbitioT^C Divine f 




^ »bitious of Dlfgrace alone ! 
Fndevout^ Unkindled ?— Tho' high- taught, 

• Page 2s6, 
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Schooled by the Skies ; and Papil of the Stars; 
Rank Coward to the FaflnmabU Wtrld! 
Art thou aflutt/fd to bend diy Knee to Heaven ? 
Curft Fume of Pride, ezhal'd from deepeft Hell { 
Pride in Religion is^^bm^s higheft Praife. 
Bent on DeftruAion ! and in Love with Death ! 
Not All thefe Luminaries, quenched at once. 
Were Half fo fad, as One benighted Mind, 
Which CTOpes for Happinefs, and meets Deffstir. 
How, like a Widow in her Weeds, the Night, 
Amid her giimmVing Tapers, filent fits I 
How forrowful, how defolate, (he weeps 
Perpetual Dews, and faddens Nature's Scene I 
A Scene more fad Sin makes the darkenM Soul ; 
All Comfort kills, nor leaves one Spark alive. 

Tho' blind of Heart, (till open is diine Eye : 
Why fuch Magnificence in all thou feeft ? 
Of A/«//#r*s Grandeur, know. One End is This, 
To tell the Rational^ who gazes on it-— 
•* Tho' 7bat immenfcly Great, ftill Greater He, ' 
** Whofe Breail, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
** Unburden'd, Nature's Univerfal Scheme ; 
" Can grafp Creation with z Jingle Thought ; 
** Creation grafp j and not exclude its S I R E " — • 
To tell him farther — ** ll behoves him much 
" To ^»ar^ th' important, yet-depending, Fate 
<< Of Being, brighter than a Thoufand Suns ; 
** One (ingle Ray of Thought out(hines them all.''— 
And if Man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior Heights, and on his purple Wing, 
His purple Wing bedrop'fl with Eyes of Gold, 
Rifing, where Thought is now dcny'd to rife. 
Look down triumpm^oj^ thefe dazling Spheres. 

Why then perfift J^^No Mortal ever liv'd 
But, dying, he pronounc'd (when Words are txJti) 
The Whole that charms thee, abfolutely Vairff 
Vain, and far worfe ! — ^Think Thou, with dying Men ; 
P condefcend to think as Angels think I 
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O tolerate a Chance for Happinefs ! 
Our Nature fuch. III Choice enfures III Fate ; 
And Hell had been, tho' there had been no God. 
Doft Thou not know, my i^ew Aftronomer ! 
Enrihj turning from the Suity tarings Night to Man ? 
Man^ turning from his Gai>, brings endle/s Night s 
W'here Thou.canil read no Morals y find no Friend^ 
Amend no Manners^ and expert no Peace. 
How deep the Darknefs ! and the Groan, how loud! 
And far, how &r, from lambent are the Flames ! 
Siich is LoRBN zp^s Parchaiib f Such his Praiie t 
The Proud, the Politic, Lorenzo's Praife! 
Tho\ in his Ear, and leveled at his Heart, 
l*ve half read o'^r the Volume of the Skies. 

For tlunk not Thou haft heard all This from mi | 
My Song but echoes what Great Nature fpeaks : 
^^at has fhe fpoken ? Thus the Goddefs fpoke, 
Thus fpeaks for ever :— " Place, at Nature's Head, 
•* A Sovereign, which o'er all Things rolls his Ey^ 
'* Extends His Wing, promulgates His Commands, 
^ But, above all, diffufes end^fs Good ; 
** To <wbomy for fure Redrefs, the Wrong'd may fly % 
'• The Vile, for Mercy j and die Pain'd, for Peace ; 
^* By Wif^mt the various Tenant^ of thefe Spheres, 
** Diverfify'd in Fortunes, Place, and Powers, 
"• Rais'd in Enjoyment, as in Worth they rife, 
'* Arrive at length (if worthy fuch Approach) . 
** At that bleft Fountain-Head, froin which they ftrfcam i 
*• Where Conflid paft redoubles prefent Joy ; 
** And prefent Joy looks forward on lacreafe ; 
^* And That, on more ; no Period I ev'ry Step 
** A double Boon! a Promifey and a 5/(/}." 
liow eafy fits this Scheme on human Hearts f 
It fuits their Make ; it fooths their yaft Defires i ^ 

^affion is pleas'd ; and Reafoa aiks no more ; m 

'*Tis Rational f 'Tis Great [—But what is Thine? ^ 

Jt darkens! fhocks I excruciates! and confounds I 
JLeaves us quite naked, both of Help, and Hope* 
^ Q 3, Sinking ^ 

\ 
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Sinking from Bad to Worfe ; few Years, the Sport 
Of Fort urn ; then, the Morfcl of Dejpair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo ! (for Thou know^ft it well) 
What's Vice /*— Mere Want of Compafs in our Thoagl 
Religion y what ? — ^The Proof of CommonSenfoi 
How art thoa whooted, where the Leaft prevails I 
Is it my Fault, if the/e Truths csll thee FooiP 
And thou fhalt never be mifcalPd by me. 
Can neither Shame, nor Terror, Hand thy Friend? 
And art Thou//// an Infea in the Mire ? 
How, like thy Guardian Angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd thee from Earth ; efcorted thee thro' all 
Th' Ethereal Armies ; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro' Splendors of firfl Magnitude, arrang'd 
On either Hand ; Clouds thrown beneath thy Feet; 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright Paradife of God ; 
And almoft introduc'd thee to Thb Trronb ! 
And art Thou flill caroufmg, for Delight, 
JRank Poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere Froth, 
And then fubfiding into final Ga//? 
To Beings of fublime, immortal Make, 
How fhocking is all Joy, whofe End is furc f 
Such Joy more fhocking ftill, the more it charms ! 
And doft Thou chufe what ends, ere well-begim ? 
And Infamous, as Short ? And doft Thou chufe 
{^hott, to Whofe Palate Glory is fo fweet) 
To wade into Perdition, thro' Contempt, 
Not of poor Bigots only, but thy own ? 
'Sot I have peep'd into thy cover'd Heart, 
And feen it bluih beneath a boaftful Brow ; 
For, by firong Guilt's moft violent AiTault, 
Confcience is but difahled, not defirofd. 

O Thou moft Awful Being and moft Vain f 
Thy Will, liQVf frail! how glorious is thy Power I 
Tho' dread Eternity has fown her Seeds 
Of Blifs, and Woe, in thy defpotic Breaft ; 
Tho' Heav'n, and Hell, depend upon thy Choice; 
A Butterfly comes 'crofs, and Both are fled. 
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his die Pi£bire of a Raticmal ? 
Horrid Image, (hall it be moft Jufl ? 
Biizo ! No : It cannoty— ;/&«// not be, 
lere is Force in Reafm ; or, in Sounds 
ited beneath the Glimpfes of the Moon, 
agic, at this planetary Hour, 
n Slumber locks the general Lip, and Dreamt 
>* fenfelefs Mazes hunt Souls un-in/pir^J. 
nd— The facred Myfteries begin — 
folemn Night-bom Adjuration hear ; 
r, and I'll raife thy Spirit from the Dud 1 
le the Stars gaze on this Inchantment new ; 
antment, not Infernal, but Divine I 

TSvSt/enci, Death's peculiar Attribute; 

ip Darknefs^ Guilt's inevitable Doom ; 

\V Darhnejs^ and by Silence^ Sifters dread ! 

hat draw the Curtain round Night's ebon Throne^ 

ad raife Ideas, folemn as the Scene ; 

p NIGHT, and all of Awful, Night prefents 

o Thought^ or Senfe (of Awful much, to Both, 

he Goddefs brings) I J^v Thefe her trembling Fires^ 

ke Vesta's, ever-burning ; and, like bers^ 

cred to Thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 

p thefe bright Orators, that pro^ey and praife^ 

ad prefs thee to revere, the D E I T Y, 

rhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 

reach His Throne; as Stages of the Soul, 

hro* which, at difPrent Periods, ihe ihall pafs» 

sfining gradual, for her final Height, 

nd pureing off fome Drofs at ev'ry Sphere f 

ip this dark Pall thrown o'er the filent World f 

ip the World's Kings, and Kingdoms, moft renowii*df 

om ihort Ambition's Zenith fet for ever ; 

d Prefage to vain Boailers, now in Bloom f 

•p the long Lift of fwift Mortality, 

om Adam downward to this Evening's Knell, j 

hich Midnight waves in Fanc/s ftartled Eye ; M 

id ihocks her with a hundred Centuiiei 

O 4 ♦« Round 
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^ Round Dtath\ black Banner thronged, in Jiama 

Thought! 
<« ]5p Thou^ndsy mnu^ refigning their laft Brea^i 
'<• And calling Thee<«-^vert Thou fo wife tohear ! 
'< IBp Tombs o'er Tombs arifing ; human £arth 
^' Ejededy to make room ibr-«-haman Eardi ; * 
'< The Monarch's fm-^r / and the Saxton^ 7radt I 
** T&V pompous Obfequiesy that dkun the Day, 
^< The ^orcb funereal, and the noddmg Phtme, 
** Which makes poor Man's Humiliation proud ; 
<< Boail of our Ruin I Triumph of our Dsijt ! 
«< 25p the damp Vault that weeps o'er Rayal Bones; 
*< And the pale Lamp, that ihews Che ghaftly Dead, 
^' More ghaftly, thro* the thick-incumbent Gloom ! 
** TSy> Vifks (if there are) from darker Scenes, 
*' The gliding Spedre f and the groaning 'Grove ! 
** TSp Groans, and Graves, and Miferies that groan 
«« Por the Grave's Shelter ! ffip defponding Men, 
•* Senfelefs to Pains of Death, from Pangs of Guikf 
** JSP Guilt's laft Audit ! ISV yon Moon in Blood, 
** The rocking Firmament, the falling Stars, 
•* And Thunder's laft Difcharge, great Nature's KncHl 
•' TSv Second Cl^aos ; and Eternal Night ''^^-^ 
Be wis e — Nor let Ph i l a n de r blame my Charm ; 
But owji not ill-difcharg'd my .double Debt^ 
Lo've to the Living ; DuJy to the Dead. 

For know, Pm but £;recutor { He left 
This moral Legacy ; / make k o'er 
3y his Command ; Philander hear in me; 
And Heav'n in both.— If deaf to Thefe, Okl hfnx 
Flore LLo's tender Voice; f&i Weal depends 
4Dji Thy ReTolve ; it trembles at Thy Choice ; 
For His Sake — ^love Thy/eif: Example ftrikes 
All human Hearts ; ziad ExaiMtLe more ; 
More ftill, a Father's ; That enUires his Ruin. 
As Parent of his Bein^, wouldft thou prov« 
Th' unnatural Parent of his Mi£rries, 
And make him curie the Being which thou gay'fti 
Is /his the Bleffing of fo fon^ a Father ? 




If carclcfs^of Lorenzo ! fparc,,Oh ! fpare, 

FlorblloS Father, and Philander's Friend ; 

Florello's Father ruin'd, ruins Him i 

And from Philander's Friend the World expefts 

A Condudl, no Dilhonour to the Dead. 

Let Fajpon do, what nobler Motive (hould } 

Let Loviy and Emulation^ rife in Aid 

To Reafon ; and perfuade thee to be— Blcft. 

This feems not a Requeft to be deny^d ; 
Yet (fuch th' Infatuation of Mankind !) [ 

^is the mod Hopele/s, Man can make to Man. 
Shall I, then, rife in Argument, and Warmth ; . 
And urge Philander^s pofthumous Advice, 
From Topics yet unbroach'd ?'— 
Bat Oh f I faint ! My Spirits fail ! — Nor ftraiigc ; 
So long on Wing, and in no middle Clime ; 
To which my Great Creator's Glory call'd : 
And ca/h — ^but, now, in vain. S/eep's dewy Wand 
Has ftrok'd my drooping Lids, and fromifei 
My long Arrear of Reft ; the do^ny God 
(Wont to return with our returning Feace) 
Will fay^ ere-long, and blefs me with Repofe. 
^afte, hafte, fweet Stranger ! from the Peafant's Cot, 
. X^hc Ship-boy's Hammock, or the Soldier's Straw, 
Whence Sorrow never chas'd thee ; with thee bring, 
^ot hideous Vifions, as of late ; but I>raught9 
t>elicrous of well-tafted, cordial. Reft ; 
Aran's rich Reftorative ; his balmy Bath, 
'X^hat fupples, lubricates, and keeps in Play, 
I'he various Movements of this nice Machine, 
AVhich aiks fuch frequent Periods of Repair. 
4\Vhen tir'd with vain Rotations of the Day ; 
^leep winds us up for the fucceeding Dawn j ^ 
trefh we fpin on, till Sicknefi clogs our Wheels, 
Or Death quite breaks the Spring, and Motion ends. 
"Wiien will it end with Me ? 

* 

* O J «.<« Thoit 
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~" Thou only know'ft, 

Tnpu, whofe broad Eye the Future, and the Paft, , 

Joins to the Pre/hit 5 making One of Tl^ree 

To mortal Thought f Thou know*ft, And Thou alone, 

** AU-knowing f — All-unknown ! — And yet Well-known! 

•* Near, tho' Remote I and, tho' Unfathom'd, Felt ! 

" And, tho' Tnvifible, for ever Seen f 

** And Seen in All ! The Gre^t^ and the Minute: 
Each Globe above, with its Gigantic Race, 
Each FlowV, each Leaf, with its fmall People fwann'dy 
(Thofe puny Vouchers for Omnipotence I) 
To the Firft Thought, that afks, " From whence r 

** declare 
Their common Source. Thou Fountain running o'er 
In Rivers of communicated Joy f 
Who gav'ft us Speech for far, far humbler Themes ! 
Say, by what Name (hall I prefume to call 
Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs Suns, 
As Mo/eSf in thcBuJ^? Illustrious Mind! 

*' The whole Creation, Lefs, far Lefs, to Thee; 

** Than That to the Creation's ample Round. 

•* How i^ll I name Thee ?— How my labouring Soul 

** Heaves underneath the Thought, too big for Birth I 

** Great Syftem of Perfeaions I Mighty Caufe 
^* Of Caiife^ mighty ! Caufe uncaus'd 1 Sole Root 
«' Of Nature, that luxuriant Growth of G O D ! 
«* Firft Father of FJ'e^s f that Progeny^ 
•* Of endlefs Series ; where the Golden Chain's 
•* Laft Link admits a Period, Who can tell ? 
** Father of All that is or heard, or hears I 
*' Father g£ All that is or feen, or fees f 
•* Father of All that is, Qxjhall arife f . ^ 
" Father of this immeafurable Mafs 
•* Of Matter multiform ; or denfe, or rare ; 
•* Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at Reft ; 
** Minute, or paffing Bound I In each Extreme 
^ Of like Amaze, and Myftery, to Man. , ^. 
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*' Father of thefe bright Millions of the Night ! . 
*^ Of which the Lead full Godhead had proclaim'd^ 
•* And thrown the Gazer on his Knee— Or, fay, 
** Is Appellation higher ftill. Thy Choice ? 
** Father of Af^/z^r's, Temporary Lords ! 
*• Father of Spirits ! Nobler Offspring ! Sparks 
" Of high Paternal Glory ; rich-endow'd 
*' With various Meafures, and with various Modes 
** Of InfiinSt^ Reafon, Intuition ; Beams 
** More pale, or bright from Day Divine, .to break 
" The Dark of Matter organiz'J (the Ware 
". Of all created Spirit) j Beams, that rife 
** Each over other in fuperior Light, 
. " Till the Laft ripens into Luftre flrong, 

** Of next Approach to Godhead. Father fond 
'' (Far fonder than e*er bore that Name on Earth) 
*• Of IntelleSual Beings I Beings bleft 
: *' With Pow'rs to pleafe Thee ; not of pafllve Ply 
** To Laws they know not ; Beings lodg'd in^eats 
^* Of well-adapted Joys ; in different Domes 
** Of this Imperial Palace for thy Sons ; 
** Of this proud, Dopulous, well-policy 'd, 
*' Tho* boundlf^Mbitation, planned by Th^I 
** Whofe fever^^Hms their feveral Climates ftolFi' 
** And Tranfpoiition, doubtlefs, would deftrc^. 
** Or, Ohf indulge. Immortal King! indulge 
*• A Title, lefs auguft indeed, but more 
** Endearing ; ah ! how fweet in human Ears f 
** Sweet in our Ears I and Triumph in our Hearts ! 
** Father of ImmortalUy to. Man ! 
** A Theme that * lately fet my Soul on Fire.— 
*• And Thou the Next I yet Equal ! Thou, by whom 
"^hat Blieffing^as convey'd ; far more! was Bought j 
leffable the Hfce ! By whom all Worlds 
Vere made; and One, redeemed ! Illuftrious Light 
From Light Illuftrious ! Thou, whofe Regal ^owcr, 
"inite in Time, but Infinite in Space, 
n more than adamantine Bafis fix*d,- 
'er more, far more, than Diadems, and Thrones, 

O 6 " Inviolably 

' ^t the Sixth, and S«ventb. " 
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•* Inviolably reigns j the Dread of Gods ! 
«* And Oh I the FnenJ of Man ! Beneath whofe Foot, 
*' And by the Mandate of whofe awful Nod, 
All Regions, flevolutionsi Fortunes, Fates, 
Of High, of Low, of Mind, and Matter, roll 
Thro' the fliort Chanels of expiring Time, 
Or fhprelefs Ocean of Eternity, 
Calm, or Tempeftuous (as TiySiplnt breathes) 
«* In abfolute Subjedion I— And, O Thou 
** The glorious Third ! Diftinft, not Separate f 
** Beaming from Both f with Both Incorporate! 
*' And (ibange to tell !) incorporate widi Dud ! 
•* By Condefcenfion, as Thy Glory, great, 
** EnfhrinM in Man ! Of hunian Hearts, if pure, 
'• Divine Inhabitant f The Tie Divine 
f* Of Heav-n with diftant Earth I By whom, I truft, 
'* (If not infpir'd) uncenfor'd this Addrefs 
«* To Thee, to Them — To Whom ? — ^MyfteriousPo^ 
*' RevealV — ^yet UnrevcalM ! Darknefs in Light ! 
•* Number in Unity I Our Joy ! our Dread ! 
«* The Triple Bolt that lays all Wrong in Ruin f 
<' That animates all Right, the Trjg^mi ! 
** Sun of the Soul I her never-fett!l|^H|b ! 
•* Triune, Unutterable, Unconcei^^ 
*• Abfconding, yet Dempnftrable, Great (Jop I 
'* Greater than Greatefl ! Better than the Beil ! 
« Kinder than Kindeft ! witJi foft P/V/s Rye, 
«' Or (ftronger ftiil to fpeak it) widi Thine Own, 
** From Thy bright Home, from that high Firmam( 
** Where Thou, fro^ all Eternity, haft dwelt ; 
'* Beyond Archangels itftafflified Ken ; 
^^ From far above what Mortals Higheft call; 
'* From Elevation's Pinacle ; Look ^[n» 
" Through — ^Whaf ? Confounding iSwv^l f Thro' 
** And more, dian lab'ring /Vwr^^ can conceive ; 
** Thro' radiant Ranks of Eflences unknown ; 
•* Thro' Hierarchies from Hierarchies detach'd 
** Round various Banners of Omnipotence, 
*• With endlefs Change of rapturous Duties fir*d; 
" Thro' wond'rous Beings intcrpofing Swarms, 
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** All duftVing at the Call, to dwdi in Thei ; 

«« Tkro* this wide W'afte of Worlds ; tkis f^i/a vaft, 

** All fanded o'er with Suns ; Sans tarn'd to NigJiff 

** Before Thy feebieft Beam — Look down-^down — down, 

•* On a^or ht^eathtng Fartick in Duft, 

** Or, lower, — an Immortal in his Crimes. 

** His Crimes forgive ! Forgive his Virtues, too f 

** Thofe fmaller Faults ; Half-Converts to the Right. 

•* Nor let me clofe Thefe Eyes, which never more 

** May fee the Son (tho* Night's defccnding Scale 

•* Nowweighs up Morn), Unpity'd, and Unblefl ? 

** In ^hy ©ifpleafure dwdis eternal Pain ; 

** Pain, our Averfton ; Pain, which ftrikcs me now ; 

** And, fmce all Pain is terrible Co Man, 

Tho' tranfient. Terrible ; at Thy good Hour, 
Gently, ah gently, lay nie in ray 3ed, 
My Clay-cold Bed ! bv Nature, now, fo near; 
♦* By Nature, near ; ftill nearer by Difeafe ! 
Till Then, be This, an Emblem of my (9hLVt : 
Let it Ottt-preach the Pi*eacher j EvVy Night 
Let it outcry the Boy at Philip's Ear ; 
•* That Tongue of Death I That Herald of the Tomb ! 
** And when (the Shelter of thy Wing implor'd) 
•* My Senfesy footh'd, ftiall fink in foft Repofe j 
*' O fink this Truth ftill deeper in my Soul, 
** Suggefted by my Pillow, fign'd by Fate, 
** Firft, In Fate's Volume, at the Page of Man — 
** Man^sjfckly Soul, tho* turn'd and to/s'd/or e*ver, 
** From Side to Side, can reft on nought but Thee j 
«' Here, infullTruft\ Hereafter, in full Joy, 
«* On Thee, the promised, fure, eternal Down 
" Of Spirits, toil'd in Travel thro' this Vale. 
<« Nor of that Pillow (hall my Soul defpond ; 
«* For — Love Almighty \ Love Almighty I (Sing,. 
«* Exult, Creation I) Love Almighty, reigns ! 
«« That Death of Death ! That Cordial of Deffair ! 
«* And loud Eternity's triumphant Song ! 

•* Of Whom, no more : — For, O Thou Patron-God I 
^ « Thou God^ ^nd Mortal! Thence more God tp Man ! 
1^ ' " Man's 
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<' Man*s Theme eternal I Man^s eternal Theme f 
** Thou can*ft not Tcape uninjured from our Praife^ 
*^ Uninjured from oar Praife can He efcape, 
*^ Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
<< The Heav*n of Heav'ns, to kifs the diilant Earth ! 
*< Breathes out in Agonies a finlefs Soul ! 
<* Againft the Crofs^ Deaty^s Iron Sceptre breaks I 
*^ From famifhM Ruin plucks her human Prey I 
<< Throws wide the Gates Celeftial to His Foes ! 
<« Their Gratitude^ for fuch a boundlefs Debt, 
** Deputes their Suffering Bnotbers to receive I 
'* And, if deep human Guilt in Payment fails ; 
** As deeper Guilt, prohibits our De/pair ! 
Injoins it, as our Duty, to Rejoice ! 
And (to dofe All), omnipotently kind, 
• Takes His Dehghts among the Sons of Men.'' 

What Words arc Thefe I — ^And did they come fron 
Heiiren ? 
And were they fpoke to Man ? To guilty Man ^ 
What are all Myileries to Love like This f 
The Song of Angels, all the Melodies 
Of Choral Gods, are wafted in the Sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken Heart, 
Tho' plung'd, before, in Horrors dark as Night: 
Rich Prelibation of confummate Joy ! 
Nor wait we DifTolution to be bleil. 

This final Effort of the moral Mufe, 
How juftly f Titled! Nor for me alone ; 
For all that read ; what Spirit of Support, 
What Heiights of Consolation, crown my Song? 

Then, farewel NIGHT! Of Darknefs, now, no more 
Joy breaks; fhines, triumphs ; 'tis eternal Day, 
Shall that which rifes out of Nought complain 
Of a few Evils, paid with endlefs Joys ? 
My Soul ! henceforth, in fweeteil Union join 
The Two Supports of Human Happinefs, 

Whk 

• Prw. Chap, viiu t The Coftfilatton, 
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iVhich fome, erroneoas, think can never meet ; 
rrue 7aft€ of Life^ and conftant Thought of Death ; 
The Thought of Death, folc Vidor of its Dread f 
Hope be thy Joy ; and Probity thy Skill ; 
Thy Patron, He, whofe Diadem has dropp'd 
Yon Gems of Heav'n j Eternity ^ thy Prixe: 
And leave the Racers of the ^orld their Own, 
Their Feather, and their Froth, for endlefs Toils : 
They part with All for That ivhich is not Bread ; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on Wealth, Fame, Power; 
^nd laugh to Scorn the Fools that aim at more. 
How mud a Spirit, late efcap'd from Earth, 
Suppofe Philander's, Lucia's, orNARcissA^s, 
The Truth of Things new-blazing in its Eye, 
Look back, aflonifh'd, on the Ways of Men, * 
Whofe Lives whole Drift is to forget their Graves I 
And when our prefent Pri'vilege is paft. 
To fcourge us with due Senfe of its Ahvfe, 
The fame Aftonifhment will feize us All. 
What then muft pain us, would preferve us nonv^ 
Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late : Lorenzo I 
Seize Wifdom, ere 'tis Torment to be Wife ; 
That is. Seize PTifdom, ere fhe feizeS Thee, 
For, what, my fmall Philofopher ! is Hell? 
Tis nothing, but full Knowlege of the Truths 
When Truth, refilled long, is fworn our Foe ; 
And calls Etbrnity to do her Right. 

Thus, Darknefs aiding Intelledual Light, 
And Sacred Silence whifp'ring Truths Divine, 
And Truths Di*vine converting Pain to Peace» 
My Song the Midnight Raven has outwing'd. 
And fhot, ambitious of unbounded Scenes, 
Beyond the flaming Limits of the World, 
Her gloomy Flight. But what avails the Flight 
Of Fancy, when our Hearts remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in Flatterers, and Foes ; 
Tis Pride, to praife her j Penance, to perform. 
To more than Words, to more than Worth of Tongue, 
Xorenzo I rife, at this aufpicious Hour ; 

An 
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An Hour, when Heav^n^s moft intimate with Man ; 
When, like a falling Star, die Ray Divine 
Glides iwift into the BoTom of the Jufti 
And Juil are All, determined to reclaim ; 
Which fets that Title high, within thy Reach. 
Awake, then : Thy Philander calls : Awake? 
Thou, who (halt wake, when the Creation fleeps ; 
When, like a Taper, all Aefe Suns expire ; 
When Time, like Him of Gaxa in his Wrath, 
Ptucking the Pillars that fupport the World, 
In Naturb^s ample Ruins lies entomb*d; 
And Midnight,- C/«/vfr/&/ Midnight ! reigns. 
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HRICB Kappx Jui long Ihr'd ia Regal 

• State, 
Nor faw the Sumptuous Eaft z Pnace fo 

Great J 
Whore Worldly Stores in fuch Abnndaiic* 
flow'd, 

Whqfe Heart with fuch exalted Virtue glowM. 
At length Misfortunes take thdr Turn to reign* 
And Ills on Ills fucceed ; A dreadful Train 1 
What Now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrong, 
The Sword wide-wafting, the reproachful Tongue, 
And fpotted Plagues, that mark'd his Limbs all o'ei 
.St thick with Pain', they wanted Room for more i 
^A Change fo fad what Mortal Heart could beat i 
"ixhaufted Woe had left Him nought to fear, 
lUi gave Him All to Grief. - Law Earth He prcS, 
" ' ' the Doft, and tnttiy ivaou his Biea&. 
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His Friends around the deep Afflidion mourn'd, 
Felt all his Pangs, and Cfomi for Groan retarn'd j 
In iu^ifh/of tkeir Hearts their Mftntlas^rem, 
And^v^n Untig Days in folemn Silence fpent; 
A Debt of Rev'rence to Diftrefs fo great ! 
T^hen J^^i jcontainM no more ; but cnrsM his FatCr 
His Dt^H^Birthy its xmaui^icious Light 
He ^i(h4#fi|ok in Sh^es of endlefs Night, 
Aj^^l^edfrom the Year; nor fears to crave > 

Death, imlant Death; impatient for the Grave^ 
That Seat oiiPeace, that Man Hon of Repofe, 
Where Reft and Mortals are -no longer Foes; 
Where Counfellors are HuiH*d, and Mighty Kingt 
(O happy Turn ?) no more are Wretched Things. 

His Words were daring, and difpleasM his Friends j^ 
His Condu£l They reprove, and He defends s 
And now They kindled into warm Debate, 
And Sentiments opposed with equal Heat^ 
Fixtrin Opinion, Both refiife to yield,* 
And fummon all thc$r Reaifon to the Field : 
So high at length their Arguments were wrought, 
They reach'd the laft Extent of Human Thought r 
A Pftufe enfu^d.-r— "V^hen, lo ! Heaven intei^os^d^ 
And awfully the long Con^ndon dos^, 
I^uH o*er their Heads, wi^^errible Sui^rize^ 
A fudden Whirlwind blackened all the Skies 
H(They Saw, and l^en^l^ !) : From the Darknefs hrib 
A dreadful Voice, a^ thus th' Almighty fpoke. 

Who gvfies hi^^<mgtte a Looft (b bold and Vaiot 
Cenfures my Condu6l, md v^»tives my Reign I * 
Lifts up kk Thottght againfi Mt ftom the D\iit, 
And tells the World^s Cnestor what is Juft I 
Of late ib brave, now lift a dauntiefs Eye, • 
Face my Demand, and give it a Reply : 
Where didft Thou dwell at Najture's eariy Birth I ' 
Who laid Foundations for the fpacious Earti? f / 

Who on its Surface did extend the Line, 
Its Form deteraiine, Bjfd its BoUc confine ? 
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?Vho fix^d the Corncr-Stone ? What Hand^ dedare, 
iiung it on Nou^t, and faften'd it in Air ; 
^hen the bright Motning Stars in Concert fung, 
i^hen Heav'n's high Arch with loud Hofannsfs rung, 
^hen fhouting Sons of God the Triumph crown'd, 
^nd the wide ConcaviS thunder*d with the Sound ? 

Earth's numerous Kingdoms, haft Thou viewed then) all ? 
^nd can thy Span of Knowlege grafp the Ball ? 
A^ho heaved the Mountain, which fubUmely ftands^ 
^nd cafts its Shadow into diAant Lands ? ^ 

Who« ftretching forth his Sceptire o'er the ^«^, 
^an that wild World in due Subje^on keep ? 
^ br0ke the Globe, I fcoop'd its hoUow'd Side^ 
^nd did a Bafon for the Floods provide ; 
^ chain them with my Word; the boiling Sea, 
^ork'd up in Temp^fts, hears my great Decree 5 . , 

* Thus far, thy floating Tide Ihall be conveyed ; 

* And Here, O Main, be thy proud Billows ftay'd.** 

Haft Thou explor'd the Secrets of the Deep, 
W'here, ihut from Ufe, unnumber d Treafures fleep ; 
W'here down a Thoufand Fathoms from the Day, • 

Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Sea ? 
I'hofe gloomy Paths did thy bold Foot e'er tread, 
Whole Worlds of Waters rolling o'er thy Head ? 

Hath the cleft Centre open'd wide to Th^e I 
I^eath's inmoft Chambers didft Thou ever fee ? 
&^er ktiock at his tremendous Gate, and wad^^^ 
t't) the black Portal thro' th' incumbent Slfii^f 
I^eep are thofe Shades ; but Shades ftill debjpe^^ii^e 

M^y Counfels from the Ken of hunun Pride. 

• ■ * 

Where dwells the Light, in what refulgent Dome ? 
And where has Darknejfs made her difmal Home ? 
|2[^hou kiiow^ft, no doubt, iince thy large Heart is fnatf^t 
ripen'd Wifdom thro' long Ages brought, ..^ 

Since 
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Since Natare was callM forth when Thou wafl b/^ 
And into Being rofe beneath thine Eye ! 

Arc Mift$ begotten ? Who their Fadier knew ? 
From whom defcend the pearly Drops of Dew ? 
To bind the Stream by Night, what Hand can boaft, 
Or whiten Morning, with the hoary Frofi ? 
Whofe pow'rful Breath, from Northern Regions blown, 
Touches the Sea, and'tums it into Stone ? 
A fudden Defart fpreads o'er Realms defac'd^ 
And lays o4^ half of the Creation wafte ? 

Thou know'ft Me not; Thy Blindnefs cannot fee 
How vaft a Diftance parts thy God from Thee. 
Canft Thou in Whirl<winds mount aloft ? Canft Thou 
In Clouds and Darknefs wrap thy awful Brow ? 
And when Day triumphs in meridian Light, 
Put forth thy Hand, and (hade the World with Night? 

Who launched the Clouds in Air, and bid them roil 
Sufpendcd Seas aloft, from Pole to Pole ? 
Who can refrcfh the burning fandy Plain, 
And quench the Summer with a Wafle of Rain ? 
Who in rough Defarts, far from Human Toil, 
Make Rocks bring forth, and Defolation fmile ? 
There blooms the Rofe, where human Face ne*er ihooe, 
And fpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone. 

To check the ShowV, who lifts his Hand on high, 
And fhuts the Sluices of th* exhaufted Sky, 
When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veins, 
Her naked Mountains, and her ruifet Plains'; 
But, new in Life, a chearful Profpedl yields 
Of fhining Rivers, and of verdant Fields ; 
When Groves and Forefts lavifti all their Bloom, 
And Earth ai||f|if^eav'n are filPd with rich Perfume ? 

Haft Thou e'er fcal d my wintry Skies, and fecn^ 
Of Hail and Suows my Northern Magazine ? 
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rhefe the dread Treafures of mine Anger are, 

My Fund of Vengeance for the Day of War, 

When Clouds rain Death, and Storms, at my Command, 

Elage thro* the World, .or wafte a guilty Land. 

Who taught the rapid JT/W/ to fly fo fail, ~ 
Dr fhakes the Centre with his Eaflern Blaft ? 
Who from the Skies can a whole Deluge pour ? 
Who flrikes thro' Nature with the folemn Roa,r 
Df dreadful Thunder^ points it where to fall. 
And in fierce Ughtmng wraps the flying Balli 
Notjie who trembles at the darted Fires, 
B'alls at the Sound, and in the Flafli expires. 

Who drew the Comet out to fuch a Size, 
And pour'd his flaming Train o'er half the Skies ? 
Did thy Refentment hang Him -out ? does He 
^lare on the Nations, and Denounce, from Thee ? 

Who on low Earth can moderate the Rein, 
rhat guides the Stars along th' sethereal Plain ; 
appoint their Seafons, and dired their Courfe, 
rhcir Luftre brighten, and fupply their Force ? 
^nfl thou the Skies Benevolence reflrain, n 

\iid caufe the Pleiades to (hine in vain ? 
^r, when Orion fparkles from his Sphere, 
^haw the cold Seafon, and unbind the Year ? 
^id Ma%%aroth his dellin'd Station know, 
^nd teach the bright ArSlurus where to glow ? 
^ine is the Nighty with all her Stars ; I pour 
^yria4s, and Myriads I referve in Store. 

Doft Thou pronounce where Day-light fliall be born, 
^nd draw the Purple Curtain of the Morn# 
^Wak&fh£ Sun,' and bid him, come away, 
^nd glad sThy World with his Obfequious Ray ? 
laft ThoHj inthron'd in flaming Glory, driv'n 
^jTlumphantit^nd the fpacious Ring of Heav'n ? 



tbat'^omp of Light, what Hand fo far difplays, 
1^ diilant Earth ties balking in the Blaze ? 
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Who did the Sou/ with' her rich Powers invefl. 
And light up Reafon in the Huinaa Breaft, 
To (hine, with freih Incrcafe of IiuAre» Bright, 
When Stars and Sun are fet in endlefs Night ? 
To thefe my various Qjxeftions maike Re^y. 

Th* Alxiiighty fpoke j and, fpeaking, ihook theSky. 

What then, ChaiJ^anSire^ was thy Surprize ! 
Thus Thou, with trembling Heart, and down-cad Eyei ; 
<* Once and agaia^ which I in Groans deplore, ^ 
** My Tongue has err'd ; but ihallprefume ao more. - 
•* My Voice is in eternal Silence bound, 
** And all my Soul falls proftrate to the Ground.^* 

He ceasM: When, lo! again th^ Almighty fpoke; 
The fame dread Voice from the black Whirlwind broke. 

Can that Arm meafure with an Arm Divine ? 
An4 canft thou thunder with a Voice like Mine ? 
Or jh the Hollow of thy Hand contain 
'mi^^^ulk of Waters, the wide-fpreading Main, 
"Wi^en, mad with Tempefts, all the Billows rife 
In all their Rage, and daih the diftant Skies ? 
k 

Come forth, in Beauty's Excellence array*d; 
And be the Grandeur of thy Pow'r difplay'd ; 
Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
The fpacious Round of the Creation Ihake ; 
JDifpatch thy Vengeance, bid it overthrow i 

Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyrants low. 
And crumble «h€m to Duft. When This is done^ 
I grant thy S#5ty lodg'd in Thee alone; 
Of Thie Thou art, and may'ft undaunted ftand 
£ehin4 the Buckler of thine own Right Hand. 



Fond Man ! the Vifion of a Moment made ! 
Dream of a Dream ! and Shadow of a Shade I 
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ImI Worlds Haft Thou produced, yhat Creatures fram!d* 

h«t Infedis clierifh d, that thy God is blam*d ? 

Ilea, pate'd with Hunger, the wild Raven*j Brood 

ills upon Gpd, importunate for Food, 

ho hears their Cry, who grants their hoarfe Reque^ 

lid iUBs Ihe Clamour of the craving Ncft ? ^ 

Who in the cruel OfirUb has fubdu'd 
Parentis Care, and fond Inquietude ? ^ 
'hile far (he ilies» her fcatter^d Eggs are found, 
Ith^ut a& Owner, on the fsindy Ground % 
ift ojlfon Fortttne, they at Mercy lie,^ 
nd J»orrow Life from an indulgent Skyy 
dopted by the Sun, in Blaze of Day, 
jpy ripen under his prolific Ray. 
timindlvl i^, that ibme unhappy Tread 
ay crufli her Young in their negledled Bed, 
hat time {he«fflBns alonfj tfle Field with Speel, 
i fcorj^ the Rider, and purfuing Steed. 

Mow rich the Peacock ! what bright Glories rua 
3m Plume to Plume, and vary in the Sun ! 
! proudl3|Cpreads them to4tfie golden Ray, 
ves all his Cofturs, and adorns the Day ; 
ith confcious State the fpaeiQus Rbund difplays, 
d ilowly moves amid the waving Blaze. 

Who taught the Haivk to find, in Seafons wife^ 

petual Summer, an4 a Change ^f Skies ? 

icn Clouds deform the Year, fhe founts the Wind, 

>ott to the South, nor fears the Storm belttid j 

e Sun returning, fhe returns agen, 

'es in his Beaiis, and leaves ill Days to Men. 

Pho' ftrong the Hawk, tho' pra^is'd well to fly, 

B^le drops her in a lower Sky ;' 

Eagle^ when, deferting Human Sight, jjj 

t &ek8 the Sun in her unweary'd Flight? 

^ thy Command her yellow Pinion lift 

h[i;gh in Air, and feat her on the Clift, 

r • P Where 
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Where far above thy World (he dwells Alone, .^ 
And proudly makes the Strength of Rockf her own;, 
Thence wide o'er Nature takes her dread Sur^» 
And with a Glance predelUnates her Prey ? 
She feaAs her Young with Blood, and, hovMng oer 
TU* ^infljNlghter'd i^ft, enjoys the ^r^/o/jV Gore. 






Know'ft Thou how many Moons, by Me alTign^d, 
Roll o'er tl^ Mountain Goaty and Foceft Hind^ 
While pregnant they a Mother's Load fuilain ? . \ 

They bend in Anguilh, and call forth their Pain. ^ 
Hale are their ^ung, from Human Fni^ties frqdU 
Walk unfuftain'd, and unaffiUed feed ; ^ 

They live at <>nce ; forfake the Dam's warm Side; 
Take the wide World, wkh Nature for their Guide, , ' 
found o'er the Lawn, or feck the diflant G^e j - 
And find a Ho^e in each delightful Shade, r 

Will the tall Retm^ which kHo^vp noTlord but We, \ 
Low at the Crib, and aik an Alms of thee ? ft ♦ 
Submit his unworu Shoulder to the Yoke, 
Break the (liff Clod, and o'er thy Furrow fmoak ? . 
Since great his Strength, goJj/rult him, void ^ Care; 
Lay on his Neck the Toil or all the Yip* ; 
Bid him bring home|||e Seafons to thy Doors, « 

And call his Load among thy gatiier'd Stores. 

Didft Thou from Ser^fce the Wild-AJs difcharge. 
And break his Bonds, and bid him live at large. 
Thro' the wide Wa%,'his ample Manfion, roam. 
And lofe Hi^ifelf in nis Unbounded Home ? 
By Nature's Hand magnificently fed. 
His Meal is on the Range of Mountains^read ; 
As in pure Hir aloft he bounds along. 
He fees in diftant Smoak the Citv Throng, 
Confcious of Freedom, fcoms the fmothcr'd Traiiy. 
The threat'ning Driver, and the fervile, Rcinv 



Sur\'ey the war»&||fifcr/^ / didft Thou in«eft 
With Thunder, hi^%alldiilended Chefll?. ■; ^ 
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o Senfe of Fear his dauntlefs Soul allays ; 

ris dreadful to behold his Nfeftril blaze ; 

'6* paw the Vak he proudly takes Delight, 

md triumphs in tht Ftidnefs of his Might ; 

ligh-rais'd be fnaSs the Battle from aw, 

^nd bums to plunge amid the raging War ; 

^nd mocks at Death, and throws his Foam around, 

Vnd in a Storm of Fury liiakes th€ GrotlKd. 

iow does his firm, his rifing Heart advance * 

^ull on the braiiiiifh*d Sword, and fhaken Lance ; ♦ 

"Vhile his fixt Eye-balk meet 1%e dazling Shield, 

J^azc, and return the Lightning of the Field f 

iie finks the Senfe of Pain in gen'rous Pride, 

SJor feels the Shaft that trembles in'ids Side ; ^ 

iut neighs to the (hrSI Trumpet's dreadful Blaft 

rill Death ; and when he groans, he groans his lafl. 

• ' * ■ 

* But, fi(g^cer ftiil, the Lo^-dly Lhn ftalks, 
!jrimly Majellic in his lonely Walks; 
BThen round he glares, all living Creatures fly ; * 
He dears th# Defart, with his rolling Eye. 
^y. Mortal, does he roufe at thy Command, 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy Hand ? 
Doff thou for him in Forefts bend thy Bow, 
^nd to his gloemy Den the MOrfel throw. 
Where bcait on Death lie bid his tawny Brood, 
And, cguch'd in dreadful Ambufh, pant for Blood ; 
Or, ftretch'd on broken ij^bs, coi^ume the Day, 
In Darlqjefs ^rapt, and itjitmber o'er their Prey ? 
By the pale Moon they talce their deftin'd Round, 
And laih their Sides, and furious tear the Ground. 
Now Shrieks, and dying Groans, th^B Defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous Jaws diftil 
With crimfon Foam ; and, when the Banquet's o'er. 
They (bride away, and paint theit Steps with Gore j 
In Flight ilone the Shepherd puts his Truft, 
Aad ihttddcn at the Talon in the Duil. 
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Mild Is XKf Bihim9fb, di# large his Frame ; 
Smooth is his Temper, ind repr^ his Flame, 
While unprovoked. Thit Nacwe of th^ Flood 
Lifts his broad Foot, and puts alhore fbr Food ; 
Earth finks beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the Herbs, and mingle with the Throng. 
See, with what (^renglii his Jarflen'd Loins are bounds 
AU^ver Proof, and Aut againfl a Wound. 
Hof^ like a Mountain Cedar moves his Tail f 
.Nor can his complicated Siiews fail. 
Built high and wide, his folid Bones furpafs 
The Bart of Steel ; his Ribs are Ribs of Brais ; 
His Rirt majeilic, an^his armed Jaw, 
Give the wide Foreft, and the Mquibiin, LaW. 
The Mountains feed him ; there the BeaJds admire 
The mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire : * 

At length his Greatnefs nearer thejHbrvey, ^ * 
Graze in his Shadow, and his Eye obey. 
The Fens and Marfhes are his cool Retreat, 
HisNoontide Shelter from the burning Heatf 
I'heir fedgy Bofoms. his wide Couch are made. 
And Groves of Willows give him all their Shade. 
His Eye drinks Jordan up, when, £rM with Drought, 
He trulls to turn its Current down his Throgt ; 
In lelTenM Waves it creeps along the Plain; 
He fmks a River, and He thirds again. , 

t. 
Go to the tJile^ and, from its fruitful Sfde. 
Caft forth thy Line into the fwelling Tide : 
With flender Hair Lewi at ban command. 
And (Iretch his Valines on the loaded Strand. 
Will he become Thy Servant, will he own 
Thy Lordly Nod, and tremble at Thy Frown ? . 
Or with his Sport amufe thy leifure Day, 
<And, bound in Silk, with thy foft Maidens play ? 

Shall pompous Ba:tiquets fwell with fuch a Prize, 
And the Bowl journey round his ample S.ze ? 
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Or the debating Merchants fhars the Prey, 
And various Lunbs to various Martsconvey ? 
Thro' his firni^kuU what Steef *i^s Way can win ? 
What forceful Engine can fubdue his Skin ? 
Fly far, and live ; tempt not his matchlefs Might s 
The Braveft (brink to Cowards in his Sight ; 
The Raiheft dare not roufe him up : Who then 
Shall turn on Me, among the Sons of |||[en ? 

Am I a Debtor ? Haft thou ever heard 
"Whence come the Gifts which are on Me conferred i 
My lavifh Fruit a thouf^d Valleys fills, 
And Mine the Herds, that graze a thoufand Hills : 
£arth. Sea, and Air, All Nature is my own ; * 
And Stars and Sun are Dull beneath my Thrdne. 
And dar'fl Thou with the World's great Father vyc^ 
*Xhou, who do& tremble at my Creature's Eye ? 

At full my huge Leviathan ihall rife, 
fioail all his Strength, and fpread his wond'rous Size. 
AVho, great in Arms, e*cr ftripp'd his (hining Mail, 
Or crown'd his Triumph with a iingle Scale ? 
"Whofe Heart fuflains him to dravi^near ? Behold, 
I^eftrudion yawns ; his fpacious Jaws unfold. 
And, marihal'd round the wide Expanfe, difclofe 
tt^eth edgM wkh Dealth, and crouding Rows on Rows ; 
What hideous Fangs on either Side arife f 
And what a deep Abyfs between them lies f 
Mete with fliy Lance, and with thy Plumbet founds 
The .One how long, the Other how profound* 

His Bulk is charg'd with fuch a furious Soul, 
That Clouds of Smoke from his fpread Noflrils roU^ 
As from a Furnace j^ and, when rous'd his Ire, 
Fate iflues from his Jaws in Streams of Fire. 
The Rage of Tempefb, and the Roar of Seas, 
Thy Terror, this thy great Superior pleafe ; 
Strength on his ample Shoulder fits in State ; 

His well-join*d Limbs are dreadfully complete ; 

» 
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His Flakes of folid Fldh ar« flow to part ; 
^s Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 

When, late-awak'd, He rears him from the Floods, 
And, ^Fetching forth his Stature to the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Sua aloft his fcaly Height, 
And flrikes the difiant Hills with tranfient Light, 
Far round are fatal Pampt of Terror fpread. 
The Mighty fear, nor blufh to own their Dread. 

Large is his Fiont; and, when hii hurniihM Eyes 
Lift their broad Lids, the Morning feema to rife. 

In mn may Death \% various Shapes invade. 
The fwift-wiiig*d Arrow, the defcending filaide ; 
His naked Qjreaft their Impotence defies ; 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Fauchion fliea* 
Shut in Himfelf, the War without he hears. 
Safe in the Tempeft of their rattling Spears $ 
The cumber'd Strand their walled Vollies flrowj 
His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 

His Paftimes like a Caldron boil the Floods 
And blacken Ocean with the rifmg Mud ; 
The Billows feel him, as he works his Way ; 
His hoary Footileps fhine along the Sea ; 
The Foam high-wrought, with White, divides the Grc< 
And diHant Sailors point where Death has been. 

' m 

His Like Earth bears not on her fpacious Face : 
Alone in Nature Eands his dauntlefs Race, 
For utter Ignorance of Fear renown'd. 
In Wrfith he rolls his baleful Eye around ; 
Makes every fwoki, difdainful Heart (ybfide; 
And holds Dominion o*er the Sons of Pride; 

Then the Chaldaan eas'd his laboring Breaft, 
With full Convi^on of his Crime oppreft. 
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)u canfl actoniplilh All Thine;, I»r<l of M 
v'ry Thought is naked to thjTSight. 
1 ! Thy Ways are wonderful, and lie 
d the deepeft Reach of mortai Eye. 
Lve 1 beard of thine Almighty Pow'r; 
sverfaw Thee lill this dreadful Hour, 
helm'd with Shame, the Lord of Life I fee ; 
r myfelf, arid give lay Soul to Thee. 
lall my Weaknels tempt I'hiae Anger more 
iva« not made to Quellioiii but Adore." 
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T is difputed among the Critics who was the 
Author of the Book of joh. Some give it to 
Mo/es; fome to Others. As I was engaged in 
this little Performance, fome Arguments oc- 
currM to me, which favour the former of 

thefe Opinions ; which Arguments I have flung into the. 

following Notes, where little elfe is to be expe^ed. 

Page 307. Thrice Hafpy Job, &c.] The Almighty's 
Speech, Chapter xxxviii. fffc. which is what I paraphrafe im 
this little Work, is by much the fineft Part of the nobleft, 
and moil antient Poem in the World. Bifliop Patrick 
fays, its Grandeur is as much above all other Poetry, as 
Thunder is louder thin a Whifper. In order to fet this 
diftinguiih'd Part of the Foem in a fuller Light, and give 
4he Header a clearer Conception of it, I have abridged the 
preceding and fubiequent Parts of th^oem, and joinM 
them to it ; fo that this Piece is a fort of an Epitome of the 
whole Book of 7^^. 

I ufe the Word Paraphrafe^ becaufe I want another 
ii^ch might better anfwer to th^ uncommon Liberties I 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranfpos*d. The 
Mountaim, the Cemet, thcSutt, and other Parts, areintire]|t 
added : The Peacock, the Lion, Sec. are much inlarg*d : 
And I have thrown (he Whole into a Method more fuit> 
able to our Notions of Regularity* The Judicious, if 
they compare this Piece with the Original, will, I flatter 
myfelf, find the Reafbns ff^the great Liberties X have in- 
dulg'd myfelf in through 4|*Wholc. "^ 

^ Longinui 
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Longifius has a Chapter on Interrogations, wluch fDCWs, 
that they contribute much tp the Subline. This Speech 
of the Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation ktm> 
indeed the proper Style of Majeily inccns'd. It differs" 
from other manner of Reproof, as bidding a Perfon exe- 
cute himfclf, does from a common Execution ; for he that 
aiks the Guilty a proper QuefUon, makes him, in effed, 
pafs Sentence on himfelf. 

Page jo8. — — fri^OT tW^arknefs h-eke \. - 

A dreadful Voice y and thus th"* Jlmighty /poke J] 
The Book of Job is well known to be Dramatic, and, fikc 
the Tragedies of old Greece^ is Fidion built on Truth. 
f robably this moft noble Part of it, the Almighty (peak- 
ing out of the Whirlwind (fo fuitable to the After-pradice 
of the Greek Stage, when there happened Dignus Findke 
Nodus )y is fiftitious ; b)it it Is a Fi&ibn mbre* agreeable iO 
tiitTitnt in which 7^^ lived, than to any fmce. Frc; 
quent, before the Law, were the Af>pfcarance3^ of the 
^liuigbty,^ter this planner, Exodus ch. xix* Ezekielf^»\* 
ffc. Hence is He- faid to dwe/l in thick Darkne/s: Ad 
ya^ve his Way i^ *he Whirlwind. 

Page 309. Thus far thy floating Tide^ &c.] There is a 
very grtaV Air* in all that precedes 5 but this is figAally 
SubKme. We are ftruck Svith Adrauration to fee the V^' 
and Ungovernable Ocean receiving Commands, and pun- 
dually obeying them 5 to find it like a mana^'d HoHe^^ 
raffing, toffing, and foaming, but by the Rule ^vA^^' 
reftion of its MafVef . This Paj3:age yields in Sublimity to 
thAt of let there he Light, &C. fo much only, as the abio* 
lute Government of Nature yields to the Creation of it. 

The like Spirh in thefe two Paffages is no bad conc^^ 

rent ArguTTicnt, that Mofis is Author t)f the Book of J^^' 

Page 3 I 3 . f^'hen^ pain'd nuiith Hunger, the nmld KdV^^' 

Bloody &€.] Another Argument that Mt/^j w^s the A 

thor, is, that moft of the Creatures here mention'd ^ 

Egyptian. . The Reafon given why the Raven is parti ^ 

larly mention^ as an Obka of the Care of Provident 

!>"; ^^''Lh J r^ ^^' clamorouG and importunate Voice 

1 rS L^f ""^^^^^^ thence .opir 

f * ^^^*^' * '' '^ ^ earneftly, MlU I. ii. cv 48. ^ 
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Qnce there were Ravens on the Banks of the Nile more 
clamorous than the reft of that Species, Thofe probably 
are meant in this Place, 

Page 313. Jf^Jifo in the crtttl Oftrich has fuhditJy fecj 
There are many Inftances of this Bird's Stupidity ;lfet 
two fuHice. 

Firft, It covers its Head in the Reeds^ and thinks itfitf 
lill out of Sight. 

— - — Ztat lumlne claufo 

Ridendum revoluta caput ; creditque latere ^ 

^€p noH ipfa nfidet ' " ■ "Claud. 

Btcmdly^ They that go in Purfuit of them, draw the 
Skin of an Oftrich's Neck on one Hand, which proves ^ 
fufficient Lure to take them with the other. 

Theyliave fo lit^e Brain, that Heliogabahts had ^x hun- 
dred Head^ler his Supper. * 

HeUhve may obferve, that our Judicious as well as Sublihie 
Author, juft touches the great Points of Diftinftion in each 
Creature, and tH^ haftens to another. A Defcrij^on h 
exad when you cannot addftlbMt what is common to anothet 
thing; nor 'withdranv^ but fomething peculiarly belonging 
to the thing defcrib'd# A Likenefs i^ loft ilftoo milch DeT- 
^ription,< as a Meaning oktn irr too much Hluftration. 

Ibid. What time Jhe Jhims -along th? Fields &c.} Here 
is mark'd another Peculiar Quality of this Creature, 
which neither flies, nor runs^ diftinftly, but has a Motion 
composed of both, and, .uiing its WSgs as Sails, makes 
great Speed. 

Vafta ^celui lAhya ruenantum tvocihiis alh 
Cum fremitur, calidas curfu tranfmittit arenas^ 
^ Jnque modum <veli Jinunfis Jlamine pennis 

Pul'veruhnta molat--^^-^ 1 Claud, in Eutr* 

Ibid. She fcortts the Rider ^ and purfuing 5'/^-] Xeno- 
phon fays, Cyrus had iiorfes that could ovenake the 
Goat, and the Wild-Afs ; but »one that dbuld reach this 
Creature. A thoufand foMen#ucats, or a hundred Ca- 
mels,, was the ftated Frite of a Horfe that co^d equal 
tk^ Speed. Page 
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Page 315. Ho*w Rich the Peacock^ kz,'] Though 
Bird is but jafi mentioned in my Author, I could not for- 
bear going a little farther, and fpreading thofe beautifdl 
Plumes (which are There (hut up) into haf a dozen Lines. 
^e CircumfUncc I have mark'd of his'opening his Plumes 
to the Sun is true. Exfandit colores ad'verfi maxim fok^ 
fuia fie fulgmtius radiant. Plin. 1. X. c. 20. 

Ibid. 'Though firong the Hawok^ though fraBiU 
well to fly ] Thuanus (de. Re Accip.) mentions a Hawk 
that flew from Paris to London in a Night. 

Ad4 the Egyptiansy in regard to its Swiftnefs, made it 
their Symbol for the Wind j for which Reafon we may 
fuppofe the Hawk, as well as the Crow above, to have 
been a Birj^ of Note in Egypt. 

Page 314. Thence *wide o^er Nature takes her dreai 
Survey, &c.] The Eagle is faid to be of fo acute a Sight, 
that when (he is (o high in Air, that Man cannot iee her, 
fhe can difcem the fmalleft Fifii under Water. My Au-^ 
thor accurately underftood the Nature of the Creatures 
he defcribes, and feems to hare been m Naturalifl as well 
as a Poet, which the next N<^ will confirm. 

Ibid. KnorLv*ft thou honif many Moons, iy me affigf^i% 
Ice] The MAoing of this QueftiiH is, Know'ft thou tlie 
Time and Circumjiances of their bringing fort^, ? for t# 
know the Time Only was ttafy, and had nothing es^aor- 
dinary in it ; but the CircumHances had ibmething peca^ 
liarly expreffive of God*s Providence, whick makes the 
Queflion proper |^ this Plaqe. Pliny obferves, that die 
Hind with Young is by Inftinfi diredted to a pertain Herb 
caird Se/eiis, which facilitates the Birth. Thunder alTo- 
(which looks lik» the more immediate Hand of Provi- 
dence) has the fame Effe^, Pf, xxix.. In fo early an Age to 
obferve thefe things may ftile our Author a Naturalift. 

Ibid. Survty the Warlike Horfe,. &c.] The Defcrip- 
tioa of the Horfe is the mofl celebrated of any in the 
Poem. There is an excellent Critique on it in the Guar* 
dians, I fiiall therefore only obferve, that, in this De- 
fcription, as in other Piu'ts of this Speech, our Vulgar 
Tranflation has much mare Spirit than the Septuagint ; it 
always takes th* Origin^ in the mofl«poetical and exalted 
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lb thtt moft Commentston, tven on (he HihfM 
fall benetth it. 

Cj^IJ. By tie fait Mtm tbty takt ihtir dejiin'j 
, &c.] Turfuing thtir Prey by Night is true of moft 
t^afb, pjutic^arly the Lion, P/. civ. v. 20. Tin ' 
iHi have One among dieir 500 Names for J^ft Lion, 

fignifies thrMuntir hy Moon-fiSu. 

6316. Hi Jinks a River, and bt thirst agah, liZ.'] 

hifi glaciaU caput, quifiutm aahtlam 

■ejitm Pytbmi, amntm^v ttvtrttrt Ponie. 

Slat. ThA. itt 349. 
' ffirii tegtret mmttt, hmtirirtt hiatu 
wna, kt. — 

aand. Pritf. in Ruf. 

not then Thit Hyperbole fcem too moBimr an 
n Poet, tho' Tome CommentatorB of Name Itrain 
1 thit'^Iace for a new Conftruflion, thro' Fear of ittf 
i. G» /• tie tnie, tt^ from iti fruitful Side, &c.] 
iking the Crocodile ibmoft difliculc. Diodorit) fty 
re not to be taken bat by Iron Nete. When Augufivt 
er'd Egypt, he Itmck a Medal, the Jmprefs of which 
Crocodile chain'd (o a Palm-Tree, wi& thia Infcrip- 
}iima antta rtligavit. 

• 317. Ike K-aJhep darewt Ttmft him uf, frc.l- ^T hii 
i to a Cuftom of this Creature, which is, wheiMated 
'iQi, lojcomc afhore, and fleep among th^eeds. 

I. , ' BeboU, 

aim ya-wn; bii J^elks JaiMi unfold. Sc] The 
jilgts Mouth b exceeding wide. When he gapes, fays 
Fiftotum Oi. M^tiaTikyi to his aid Woman, 

■ aHiparaia riathm tats Ora 
acui hebli craaidilus a'^g^a. 
t theE^effion Here is barDjr juft. 
. fate ijats frtm bis Ja<ws iu9trtnm af Fire.'} 
iOQ is nearer Troth 'than at firft View jnay tft irat- 
The Crocodile, fay the Natanlifis* lying; long 
K^UCT, aftd being thete fonej to hold its Bn«u,w]Kn 




it eiMrges, the Breufa long repreft is hot, BDJIntAioir 
fi> violentty.that it refemblM Fire uid Smoke. The Harffr 
CupprelTei not bis Breath by vff jneuts fo loog^cidter 
it be fo iierce and anunated j yec tke moft correct of PoeH 
vgitiires to ufe the fame Me^phor concemiog him. 
CelleSitrtfm preniens vilwt/ub narihai ignem. 

By this and the foregoiog Note I wonid uation againfia 
ffjfe Ojunion of ibe Eaftem Boldnefs, from PalTagtsiB 
^ them ill underllood. 

Page 318. Large !i hia ^ant; and, lubtn hit htmifr'i 
lyts. ftc] Hii Eyll art likt tht Sytlids „f ibi M«r'd%g. 
1 think tbig gives us m great an Image of ihc Thi|ig '«. 
ivDuId exprefT, ag cao enter the Thought of Man. Itii 
not improbable, that the Egyptians dole their Hierogly- 
phic f^ ifK Morning, which is the Crocodile's Eye, ficD 
this Faifage, though no Commentator I have feen, men- 
tions it. It is ea<y to conceive how the Egyptiam (hould , 
be both Readers and Admirert of the Writings of fiifiii ' 
whom I fiippofe the Author of this Poem. 

i have obferved already, thto three or four of the Crea- 
tures here defctib'd are Egyftian ; the two laft are notori- 
oufly fo ; they are the River-horfc, and the Croc^Iti 
thole celebrated Inhabitants of the NiU ; and on th^jftno 
it is. that our Author chiefly ^dwells. It would hav^ been 
cxpeted from a% Author more remote from that 9^ 
than Jl/^yrt in a Catalogue of Creatures produc'd toM- 
nify their Creator, to hav*dwck on the Two krgcft Works 
of his Hand, -vix, the Elep^jnt, andtheWhaie: This is 
fo natural an ExpeSation, that fome Commenc^rsbavi* 
render'd Bibimeth and Lcviathan.ths Elephant anffWiile, 
tho' the Defcriptions in our Aurtior will not admit of it; 
but Mpfei being (as we may well fo^pofe) under An imme- 
diate Terror of the Hippepatainm and Crocodile from thtii, 
daily Mifchiefs and Rattles around him, it i^ery accouit- 
ablfe why he Ihot^ permit them to take place. 
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thoEof Jlf^fif. > 

" He who would Tee the juffeft andpreeifeftNotioiw 

*' of God and the Soul, may read this Book ; oae 

" of the moA iiiiilhed of the kind, in my bundle 

" Opinion, that the prefem TinsWj^KatlyadTancei 

*' in true Philofophy, have produc^P" 

Sft Warburion'j Di'vine Legatien of Mofes Jimt- \ 
Jiralcd, p. 39S. ofthefirft Ediiifir. 
ai. The- WORLD in Miniature : O/, «. IhW- 
tain'Og friPVttltr. Giving au Account of every thing 
neeeflary and curious, as to Situation, Cuftom, Manners, 
Genius, Temper, Diet, Diverfions, Religions, and other 
Ceremowes ; Trade^ Manufacture!, Arts, and Sdences; 
Governmen ,. Policies, Laws, Buildings; Beafts, Birds, 
Fiihes, Plants, Drugs j Citiw, Mountains, Rivers, and 
other Curiofities belonging to eatji Couutiy. With feve- 
ral curious and 'ufeful Tables The Second Edition, 
mnch enlarged: Alfo, the Addition of a new Set of 
Cuts. By Mr. Jtthn Frenfoam, of Utrviicb. In Two 
Volumes izmo. 

22. The Poetical WORKS of the Reverend Fiviai^ 
Tcung, LL. D. In Two Volumes 8vo. 
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BOOKS 

Printed for R. D o d s l e y, at 1'ully'^^ Head% "* 

Pall'Mall. 

f, 'TT^HE Odes of Pindar ; with feveral other Pieces, 
J in Profe and Verfe. Tranflated from the Greek. 
To which is prefixed, A Differtation on the Olympic 
Games. By Gil^rt Weft, Elq; LL. D. 

z, Obfervations on the Hiilory and Evidences of the 
RcforredUon of Jefus Chrift. The Fourth Edition. By the 
fame Author. 

^. Obfervations on the Gen¥6rlion and ApofUefhip of 
St, Paul'. The Fourth Edition. 

4. A Collediiott of Poems. In Three Volumes, By 
feveral Hand's. The Second Edition * 

y The Letters o£ Pliny, tlie Confiil, With occafional 
Remarks. By JfiUiam Melmoth, Efcj; The Third Edi- 
tion. 

6. The Letters of Sir nomas FitxOshortie, on feveral 
Subjedts. The Third Edition. In One Volume Oc- 
tavo. . 

7. Chefilden\ Anatomy of the Human Body* With 
40 curious Copper Plates. The Sixth Edition. 

8. Le Brands Operations of Surgery. Tranflated by 
Tho, G^taker, Surgeon. With Remarks, and Plates of the 
Operations. By Mr. C^efelden, 

9. A Nlw Memorandum-Book (with or without an 
Almanack ) confifting of 5 2 double Pages,, one for ^vt^sy 
Week in the Year ; fo contrived as .to be ufeful and con- 
venient 
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BOOKS Primed for R. Dodfley^ 
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venient for all Setts of Pdfom ; particularly with regard 
to their Expences, EngagemeDts, aud occaiioiial fiufinefs. 
The Second Edition. With Improrements. 

10. The Cellar-Book ; or the Batler*s Aflillant^ in 
keeping a regular Account of his liquors. 

1 1 . The Univerial Regulator of Work and Workmen ; 
very proper for Stewards, Mafl^Builders, or any other 

.Tradefinen, who keep a large^umber of Hands em«. 
ploy'd. • 

12. The Life and Exploits t)f the ingenious Gentleman 
Don ^iux0te de la Mancha, In Two Volumes Quarto & 
with 69 Copper Plates, engraved by Vandergucbt. Price * 
2 /. 10 /. Alfo in 2 Vols 8vo. Price ( 2 /. > 

13. The Preceptor; containing a general Coarfe 
of Education : In which the firft Principles of Polite 
Leamine are laid down : In a way mofl fuitable for try- 
ing the Genias, and advancing the Infh-udion of Youth. 
In Twelve Parts, w«. ' . 

I . On Reading, Speaking, and Writing Letters. 2. On 
Geometry. 3. Geography and Aflronomy. 4. Chro- 
nology and Hiftory. 5. Rhetoric and Poetry. 
6. Drawing. 7. Logic. 8. Natural Hiftory. 9. 
Ethics, or Morality. 10. Trade and Commerce. 
II. Laws and Government. 12. Human Life and 
Manners. With Maps^ and ufeful Cuts. 
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